THE 


UF E AN D DEI IONS 


FRISTRAM SHANDY, 


GENTLEMAN. 


p > 25 x © x hn Da, an 
e * . 4. 
WIS 0 e WES. N =. —_— 
>. rt, ge AST — >. a —— ES 
2 4 * 7 5 - "I 
: & Fe ee 1 as 8 _ 
Z Z, . SL by * OP, g 
n 7 7 I L — . mah * wet 2 8 
— & 2 4 As. 2 ine. 2 — — * — 
ve i k x Ds. 3 — * 
— 


Wu * I 
© ST YG." 
Pd » » 3 2 F- KT” * 
n 2 
G ht 8 2 
* ns 3 
by . 9 3 
. 9 8 8 — 
- _- . l 
” 3 


) 


Dixero ſi quid fort? JOBS: hoc mihi juris 
Cum venia dabis, Hon. 
— Si quis calumnietur levius eſſe quam decet theologum, 
aut mordacius quam deceat Chriſtianum non Ego, ſed 
Democritus din ERASMUS. 


Si quis Clericus, aut 1 verba joculatoria, viſum 


moyentia ſciebat anathema eſto, 
Second Council of Car THAGE. 
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DEDICATION 


10 


A GREAT MAN. 


| * 
AVING, à priori, intended to dedicate 
The Amours of my uncle Toby to Mr, * * * 
e ſee more reaſons, à poſteriori, for doing it 
to Lord *###*##*#*_ 


I ſhould lament from my ſoul, if this expoſe 
meto the jealouſy of their reverences; becauſe, 
& poſteriori, in Court: latin, ſignifies the kiſſing 
hands for preferment—or any thing elſe—in or- 
der to get it. 
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My opinion of Lord **#**##*# js neither better 
nor worſe, than it was of Mr, ***, Honours, like 
impreſſions upon coin, may give an ideal and 
local value to a bit of baſe metal; but Gold and 
Silver will paſs all the world over without any 
other recommendation than their own weight. 


The fame good-will that made me think of 
offering up half an hour's amuſememt to Mr. 
* hen out of place—operates more forcibly 

A 2 at 


DEDICATION. 


at preſent, as half an hour's amuſement will be 
more ſerviceable and refreſhing after labour and 
forrow, than after a philoſophical repaſt. 


Nothing is ſo perfectly amuſement as a total 
change of ideas; no ideas are ſo totally different 
as thoſe of Miniſters, and innocent Lovers: for 
which reaſon, when I'come to talk of Stateſmen 
and Patriots, and ſet ſuch marks upon them as 
will prevent confuſion and miſtakes concerning 
them for the future—I purpoſe to dedicate that 
Volume to ſome gentle Shepherd, 


Whoſe Thoughts proud Science never taught to ſtray 
Far as the Stateſman's walk or Patriot-wayz ; 
Yet /ample Nature to his hopes had given 

Out of a cloud-capp'd head a humbler heaven; 
Some wntam'd World in depth of woods embrac'd— 
Some happier Iſland in the watry-waſte—— 

And where, admitted to that equal iky,. 

His faithful Dogs ſhould bear him company. 


In a word, by thus introducing an entire new 
ſet of objects to his Imagination, I ſhall una- 


voidably give a Diverſion to his paſſionate and 


love-fick contemplations. In the mean time 


I am 


THE AUTHOR. 


TO THE 


| be RIGHT HONOURABLE 
e | 


Ital Lord ViscounT SPENCER, 
ent | | | 
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6p My Lox, | 
þ.-4 | Humbly beg leave to offer you theſe two vo- 
lumes; they are the beſt my talents, with 
hat W ſuch bad health as I have, could produce had 
Providence granted me a larger ſtock of either, 


they had been a much more proper preſent to 
your Lordſhip. J 


I beg your Lordſhip will forgive me, if, at 
the ſame time I dedicate this work to you, I 
join Lady SyzNCzxR, in the liberty I take of 
inſcribing the ſtory of Le Fever to her name; for 1 
which I have no other motive, which my heart 
has informed me of, but that the ſtory is a hu- 
w || mane one. | 
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908 | I am, 
 * My Lord, 
Your Lordſhip's 
Moſt devoted and 
Moſt humble Servant, 
a | LAuR. STERNE, 


TIE. LIFE 
= OF | 1 
TRISTRAM SHANDY. 


— — — I — — 5 


CHAPTER. I 


I it had not been for thoſe two mettleſome tits, and that 

madcap of a poſtilion who drove them from Stilton to 
Stamford, the thought had never entered my head. He 
flew like lightning there was a ſlope of three miles and 
a hal ve ſcarce touched the ground. 
was moſt rapid moſt impetuous—'twas communicated to 
my brain—my heart partook of it“ By the great 
God of day, {aid I, looking towards the ſun, and thruſt- 
ing my arm out of the fore-window of the chaiſe, as I 
made my vow, I will lock up my ſtudy-door the mo- 
ment I get home, and throw the of it ninety feet 
below the ſurface of the earth, into the draw-well at the 
back of my houle,”” 


The London waggon confirmed me in my reſolution ; 


it hung tottering upon the hill, ſcarce progreſſive, drag'd 
—drag'd up by eight heavy beaſts—& by main ſtrength! 
—quoth I, nodding—but your betters draw the ſame way 
—and ſomething of every bodies !——0O rare! 

Tell me, ye learned, ſhall we for ever be adding ſo. 
much to the bulk—o little to the flock ? 

Shall we for ever make new books, as apothecaries 
make new mixtures, by pouring only out of one veſſel 
into another? | ; 


Are we for ever to be twiſting and untwiſting the ſame 


rope? for ever in the ſame track — for ever at the ſame 
pace? . | 

Shall we be deſtined to the days of eternity, on holy- 
ys, as well as working-days, to be ſhewing the relicks 
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s THE LIFE OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 


of learning, as monks do the relicks of their ſaint ' 


without working one—one ſingle miracle with them? 

Who made Max, with powers which dart him from 
earth to heaven in a moment that great, that moſt ex- 
cellent, and moſt noble creature of the world—the mi- 
racle of nature, as Zoroaſter in his book egi@v5:07 
called him—the SHEKINAH of the divine preſence, as 
Chryſoſtom the image of God, as Moſes——the ray 
of divinity, as Plato— the marvel of marvels, as Ari 
ſtotle—to go ſneaking on at this pitiful—pimping— 
pettifogging rate? 

I ſcorn to be as 
but if there is no catachreſis in the wiſh, and no ſin in it, 
I wiſh from my ſoul, that every imitator in Great Bri. 
tain, France, and Ireland, had the farcy for his pains ; 
and that there was a good farcial houſe, large enough to 
hold—aye—and ſublimate them, ſhag rag and bob-tail, 
male and female, all together: and this leads me to the 
affair of Whiſkers——but, by what chain of ideas—I 
leave as a legacy in mort-main to Prudes and Tartuts, to 
enjoy and make the moſt of, 


Upon Whiſkers 


I'm ſorry J made it——"'twas as inconſiderate a pro- 
mile as ever entered a man's head A chapter upon 
! whiſkers! alas! the world will not bear it— tis a delicate 
world but I knew not of what mettle it was made 
nor had I ever {een the under- written fragment; otherwile, 
a3 ſurely as noſes are noſes, and whiſkers are whiſkers {till 
(et the world fay what it will to the contrary,) fo ſure- 
ly would I have ſteered clear of this dangerous chapter, 


The Fragment. 
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ou are half aſleep, my good lady, ſaid the ole 
gentleman, taking hold of the old lady's hand, an 
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THE LIFE OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 9 


iving it a gentle ſqueeze, as he pronounced the word 
Whiſkers——ſhall we change the ſubject? By no means, 
; replied the old lady—I like your account of thoſe mat- 


rom ¶ ters: ſo throwing a thin gauze handkerchief over her head, 


ex- Wand leaning it back upon the chair with her face turned 
mi- towards him, and advancing her two feet as ſhe reclined 


5207 herſelſ⸗ I defire, continued ſhe, you will go on. 


1 The old gentleman went on as follows. — Whiſkers! 


ray MWeried the queen of Nawarre, dropping her knotting ball, 

Ari- Wi La Fofeuſe uttered the word—— Whiſkers, madam, 
ad La Fofeuje, pinning the ball to the queen's apron, 

aud making a courtely as ſhe repeated it, 

on- La Faſſeuſe's voice was naturally ſoft and low, yet 'twas 

n it, Im articulate vcice: and every letter of the word æuhiſter 
Bri- ¶felldiſtinctly upon the queen of Nawarre's ear—Whiſkers! 

ins ; N cried the queen, lay ing a greater ſtreſs upon the word, 

zh to and as if ſhe had ſtill diſtruſted her ears Whiſkers; re- 

tail, Mplied La Fofſeuſe, repeating the word a third tim 
o the here is not a cavalier, madam, of his age, in Nawarre,. 
continued the maid of honour, preſſing the page's intereſt 

won the queen, that has ſo gallant a pau—Of what? 
med Margaret, {miling—Ot whiſkers, ſaid La Fofſeuſe, 

vith infinite modeſty. | 

The word cohiſters ſtill ſtood its ground, and continu- 

to be made uſe of in moſt of the beſt companies through - 


pro- out the little kingdom of Navarre, notwithſtanding the 
upon Iindiſcreet uſe which La Fefjeuſe had made of it: the 
licate ruth was, La Fofeuſe had pronounced the word, not 


ade— 
rwiſe, 
rs ſtill 
ſure- 
ptcr, 


ly before the queen, but upon ſundry other occaſions at 
court, with an accent which always implied ſomething 
i a myſtery—— And as the court of Margaret, as all the 
vorld knows, was at that time a mixture of 2 
nd devotion—and whiſkers being as applicab 


t gain'd full as much as it loſt; that is, the clergy were 
or it—the laity were againſt it—and for the women,— 


ey were divided. ; 
. The excellency of the figure and mien of the young 
ne old eur de Croix, was at that time beginning to draw the 
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attention of the maids of honour towards the terrace be. 0 
fore the palace gate, where the guards was mounted. Lys 
The lady De Bauſſiere fell Yeeply in love with him 
La Battarelle did the ſame—it was the fineſt weather for 
it that ever was remembered in Nawarre—La Guyol, E 
La Maronette, La Sabatiere, fell in love with the Sieur 
De Croix alſo—La Rebours and La Feſſeuſe knew better I in h 
e Croix had failed in an attempt to recommend him- l 
ſelf to La Rebours; and La Rebours and La Fofſeuſe were 
inſeparable. 

The queen of Nawarre was fitting with her. ladies in 
the painted bow. window, facing the gate of the ſecond 
court, as De Croix paſſed through it—He is handſome, 
ſaid the Lady res” ara has a good mien, ſaid Ia 
Battarelle.—He is finely ſhaped, ſaid La Guyol.-—I never 
ſaw an officer of the horſe-guards in my life, ſaid 14 
Maronette, with two ſuch legs—Or who ſtood ſo well 
upon them, ſaid La Sabatiere—But he has no whiſkers, 
ſaid La Fofſeuſe—Not a pile, ſaid La Rebours. 

The queen went dirctly to her oratory, muſing all the 
way, as ſhe walked through the gallery, upon the ſubject; 
turning it this way and that way in her fancy—Awve Ma. T 
ria what can La Fofſeuſe mean? ſaid ſhe, kneeling WQ 7 
down upon the cuſhion. 5 

La Guyol, La Battarelle, La Maronette, La Sabatiere, T 
retired inſtantly to their chambers—Whitkers ! ſaid all 
four of them to themſelves, as they bolted their doors on and 
the inſide. | 
The Lady Carnawalleite was counting her beads with 7 
both hands, unſuſpected under her tarthingal—from St. a dis 
Antony down to St. Urſula incluſive, not a faint paſſe 
through her fingers—without whiſkers ; St. Franc look 
St. Dominick, St. Bennet, St. Baſil, St. Bridget, had Bart, 
all whiſkers, ' | | 


The Lady Bauſſiere had got into a wilderneſs of con- ne 
ceits, with moralizing too intricately upon La Faſeuſc 11 b 


text She mounted her palfrey, her page followed her 
the hoſt paſſed by—the Lady Bauſſiere Trade on. 1 
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One denier, cried the order of mercy—one ſingle denier, 
in behalf of a thouſand patient captives, whoſe eyes look 
towards heaven and you for their redemption. 

The Lady Bauſſiere rode on. 


Pity the unhappy, ſaid a devout, venerable, hoary- 


headed man, meekly holding up a box, begirt with iron, 


in his withered hands—T beg tor the unfortunate—good 


my lady, *tis for a priſon—for an hoſpital—'tis for an 
old man—a poor man undone by ſhipwreck, by ſurety- 
ſhip, by fire call God and all his angels to witneſs 
—'tis to clothe the naked to feed the hungry 
'tis to comfort the fick and the broken-hearted. 

The Lady Bauſſierè rode on. 

A decayed kinſman bowed himſelf to the ground. 

— The Lady Bauſſiere rode on. 
He ran begging bare-headed on one ſide of her palfrey, 
conjuring her by the former bonds of friendſhip, alli- 
ance, conſanguinity, &c.—Couſin, aunt, ſiſter, mother, 
—for virtue's ſake, for your own, for mine, for Chriſt's 
fake remember me—pity me. | 


The Lady Bauſſiere rode on. 


Take hold of my whiſkers, ſaid the Lady Bauſſiere 


— The page took hold of her palfrey. She diſmpunted 
at the end of the terrace. - 


There are ſome trains of certain ideas which leave 


prints of themſelves about our eyes and eye-brows z 
and there is a conſciouſneſs of it, ſomewhere about the 
heart, which ſerves but to make theſe etchings the 
ſtronger—we ſee, ſpell, and put them together without 
a dictionary. | | | | 

Ha, ha! he, hee! cried la Guyol and la Sabatiere, 
looking cloſe at each other's prints Ho, ho! cried Ja 
Battarelle and Maronette, doing the ſame : 
cried one—ſt, ft,—f1id a ſecond—huſh, quoth a third 
—p00, poo, replied a fourth—gramercy ! cried the Lady 
Carnacvallette, —— Twas ſhe who be-whiſker'd St. 


Bridget. 


La Faſſeuſe drew her bodkin from the knot of her 


hair, and having traced the outline of a ſmall whiſker, 
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with the blunt end of it, upon one fide of her upper lip, 
N into la Rebours' hand — La Rebours ſhook her 
cad. | 
The Lady Bauſſiere cough'd thrice into the inſide of 
her muff—la Guyol imiled—PFy, ſaid the Lady Bauſſiere. 
The queen of Navarre touched her eye with the tip of 
her fore-tingez—as much as to ſay, I underſtand you all. 
T'was plain to the whole court the word was ruined : 


La Fojjeuſe had given it a wound, ard it was not the 


better for paſling through all theſe defiles lt made a 
faint ſtand, however, for a few months, by the expira- 
tion of- which, the Sicur de Croix, finding it high time 
to leave Nawarre for want of whiſkers—the word in 
courſe became indecent, and (after a few efforts) abſo- 
lutely unfit for ule. | | 

Ihe beſt word, in the beſt language of the beſt world, 
mult have ſuffered under {1th combinations. The cu- 
rate of d. Etella wrote a book againſt them, ſetting forth 
the dangers of acceſſory ideas, and warning the Nawa- 
rois againſt them. | 

Does not all the world know, ſaid the curate 4” E/tella 
at the concluſion of his work, that Noſes ran the lame 
fate ſome centuries ago in moſt parts of Europe, which 
Whiſkers have now done in the kingdom of Nawarre? 
The evil indeed ſpread no farther then—, but have not 
beds and boliters, and night-caps, and chamber-pots, 
ſtood upon the brink of deſtruction ever ſince? Are not 
trouſe, and placket holes, and pump-handles——and 
{pigots and faucets, in danger till, from the ſame aſſo- 
ciation ? Chaſtity, by nature, the gentleſt of all 
atfections—give it but its head—'tis like a ramping and 
a roaring lion. 

The dritt of the curate 4" E/ella's argument was not 
underſtood. They ran the ſcent the wrong way. — 
The world bridled his aſs at the tail.—And when the 
extremes of DELICACY, and the begianinrs of CONCU- 
PISCENCE, hold their next provincial chapter together, 
hey may decree that bawdy alſo, 


CHAP. 


THE LIFE OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 13 
CHAP. II. 


WHEN my father received the letter which brought 


him the melancholy account of my brother Bab- 
by's death, he was buſy calculating the expence of his 
riding poſt from Calais to Paris, and fo on to Lyons. 
"Twas a moſt inauſpicious journey; my father having 
had every foot of it to travel over again, and his calcu- 
lation to begin afreſh, when he had almoſt got to the 
end of it, by Obadiab's opening the door to acquaint 
him the family was out of yeaſt—and to aſk whether he 
might not take the great coach-horſe early in the morn- 
ing, and ride in ſearch of ſome. With all my heart, 
Obadiab, ſaid my father (purſuing his journey), take 
the coach-horſe, and welcome.—But he wants a ſhoe, 
poor creature! ſaid Obadiab. Poor creature! ſaid my 
uncle Toby, vibrating the note back again, like a ftring 
in uniſon. Then ride the Scotch horſe, quoth my father 
haſtily. He cannot bear a ſaddle upon his back, quoth 
Obadiah, for the whole world. The devil's in that 


horſe ; then take PATRIOT, cried my father; and ſhut 


the door. PATRIOT is ſold, ſaid Obadiah. Here's 
for you | cried my father, making a pauſe, and looking 
in my uncle Toby's face, as if the thing had not been a 
matter of fa&t.—Your worſhip ordered me to ſell him 
laſt April, ſaid Obadiah.—Then go on foot for your 


pains, cried my father,—I had much rather walk than 


ride, ſaid Obaatah, ſhutting the door. 

What plagues! cried my father, going on with his 
calculation. —But the waters are out, ſaid Obadiah,— 
opening the door again. | | 

Till that moment, my father, who had a map of San- 
ſon's, and a book of the poſtroads before him, had kept 
his hand upon the head of his compaſſes, with one foot 
of them fixed upon Nevers, the laſt ſtage he had paid 
tor—purpoling to go on from that point with his jour- 
ney and calculation, as ſoon as Obadiah quitted the 
room: but this ſecond attack of Obadial's, in opening 
the door, and laying the whole country under water, was 
too much. —He let go his compaſſes—or rather with a 
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mixed motion between accident and anger, he threw 
them upon the table; and then there was nothing tor 
him to do, but to return back to Calais (like many 
others) as wiſe as he had ſet out, 

When the letter was brought into the parlour, which, 
contained the news of my brother's death, my {ather had 
got forwards again upon his journey to within a ſtride 
of the compaſſes of the very ſame ſtage of Newers.— 
By your leave, Monſ. Sanſon, cried my father, ſtriking 
the point of his compaſles through Nevers into the ta- 
ble—and nodding to my uncle Toby, to fee what was in 
the letter, twice of one night is too much tor an EA. 
gliſß gentleman and his fon, Monſ. Sanſon, to be turned 
back from ſo louſy a town as Newers— What think'ſt 
thou, Toby? added my father in a [prightly-tone.— 
Unleſs it be a garriſon town, ſaid my uncle Toby 
for then I ſhall be a fool, ſaid my father, ſmiling to 
himſelf, as long as I live.—So giving a ſecond nod 
and keeping his compaſſes ſtill upon Nevers with one 
hand, and holding his book of the poſt-roads in the 
other half calculating and half liſtening, he leaned for- 
wards upon the table with both elbows, as my uncle 
Toby hummed over the letter. 


— — ＋— — — 
— —— —he's gone! ſaid my uncle 
Toby. Where——Who? cried my father. My 


nephew, ſaid my uncle Toby. What—without leave 
—w:ithout money—without governor ? cried my father 
in amazement. No: he is dead, wy dear brother, 
quoth my uncle Toby.—Without being ill? cried my 
tather again.—!I dare ſay not, ſaid my unele Toby, in a 


low voice, and fetching a deep ſigh from the bottom of 


his heart, he has been ill enough poor lad! TI anſwer 
for him—for he is dead. | 

When Agrippina was told of her ſon's death, Tacitus 
informs us, that not being able to moderate the violence 
of her paſſions, ſhe abruptly broke off her work——My 


father 


firſt ] 
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father ſtruck his compaſſes into Newers, but ſo much 
the faſter. What contrarieties! his, indeed, was 
matter of calculation! Agrippina's muſt have been quite 
a different affair; who elſe could pretend to reaſon irom 
hiſtory ? © 


How my father went on, in my opinion, deſerves a 


chapter to itſelf.— 


CHAP... I, 


—— —— And a chapter it ſhall have, and a 
devil of a one too lo look to yourſelves. 

"Tis either Plato, or Plutarch, or Seneca, or Xeno- 
hon, or Efictetus, or Theophraſtus, or Luctan—or ſome 
one perhaps of later date either Cardan, or Budæus, 
or Petrarch, or Stella—or poſſibly it may be ſome divine 
or tather of the church, St. Auſtin, or St. Cyprian, or 
Barnard, who affirms that it is an irreſiſtible and natu- 
ral paſſion to weep tor the loſs of our friends or chil- 
dren—and Seneca (I'm poſitive) tells us ſomewhere, 
that ſuch griets evacuate themſelves beſt by that parti- 
cular channel And accordingly we find, that David 
wept for his ſon Abſalom——Aadrian for his Antinous— 
Niobe for her children, and that Apollodorus and Crito 
both ſhed tears for Socrates before his death. 

My father managed his affliction otherwiſe ; and in- 
deed differently from moſt men either ancient or modern 
for he neither wept it away, as the Hebrews and the 
Romans—or ſlept it off, as the Laplanders—or hang'd 
it, as the Engl:/h, —or drowned it, as the Germans—nor 
did he curſe it, or damn it, or cxcommunicate it, or 
rhyme it, or lillabullero it. 

—He got rid of it, however. | 

Will your worſhips give me leave to ſqueeze in a ſtory 
between theſe two pages? _ | 

When Tully was bereft of his dear daughter Tullia, at 
firſt he laid it to his heart, —he liſtened to the voice of 
nature, and modulated his own unto it.—-O my Tullia! 
my daughter! 0 child !—ſtill, ſtill, ſtill.— t was O my 
Tullia !—my Tull 
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my Tullia, I talk with my Tullia.—But as ſoon as he 
began to look into the ſtores of philoſophy, and conſider 
how many excellent things might be ſaid opon the occa- 
ſior no body upon earth can conceive, ſays the great 
orator, how happy, how joytul it made me. 

My father was as proud of his eloquence as MaRcvus 
Tullius CICERO could be for his life, and for aught 
I am convinced of to the contrary at preſent, with as 
much reaſon : it was indeed his ſtrength——and his 
weakneſs too. Ilis ſtrength—-for he was by nature elo- 
quent; and his weakneſs for he was hourly a dupe to it: 
and provided an occaſion in life would but permit him 
to ſhew his talents, or ſay either a wiſe thing, a witty, 
or a ſhrewd one—(bating the caſe of a ſyſtematic mis- 
fortune)——he had all he wanted—A bleſſing which 
tied up my father's tongue, and a misfortune which {et 
it looſe with a good grace, were pretty equal: ſome- 
times, indeed, the misfortune was the better of the two; 
for inſtance, where the pleaſure of the harangue was as 
ten, and the pain of the misforture but as fve——my 
father gained half in half, and conſequently was as well 
again off, as if it never had befallen nim. 

This clue will unravel what otherwiſe would ſeem 
very inconſiſtent in my father's domeſtic character; and 
it is this, that in the provocations ariſing from the neg- 
lects and blunders of ſervants, or other miſhaps una- 
voidable in a family, his anger, or rather the duration of 
it, eternally ran counter to all conjecture. 

My father had a favourite little mare, which he had 
conſigned over to a moſt beautiful Arabian horſe, in or- 
der to have a out of her for his own riding : he was 
ſanguine in all his projects; fo talked about his pad 
every day with as abſolute a ſecurity, as if it had been 
reared, broke, and bridled and ſaddled at his door 
ready for mounting. By ſome negle& or other in Oba- 
diab, it ſo fell out, that my father's expectations were 

anſwered with nothing better than a mule, and as ugly 

a beaſt of the Kind as ever was produced. 


My 


ſtring 


660 
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My mother and my uncle Toby expected my father 
would be the death of Oban that there never 
would be an end of the diſaſter.—Sce hefe! you raſcal, 
cried my father, pointing to the mule, what you have 
done ! It was not me, ſaid Obadiah. How do I 
know that? replied my father. 

Triumph ſwam in my father's eyes at the repartee— 
the Altic falt brought water into therm—and ſo Obadiab 
heard no more about it 

Now let us go back to my brother's death. 

Philoſophy has a fine ſaying for every thing. — For 
Death it has an entire ſet: the miſery was, they all at 
once ruſhed to my father's head, that *twas dithcult to 
ſtring them together, ſo as to make any thing of a con- 
ſiſtent ſow out of them. —He took them as they came. 

& *Tis an inevitable chance the firſt ſtatute in 
Magna Charta—it is an everlaſting act of parliament, 
my dear brother Ail muſt die. 

If my fon could not have died, it had been mat- 
« ter of wonder, not that he is dead. : 

% Monarchs and princes dance in the ſame ring with 
« with us. f | 

&«& —To die, is the great debt and tribute due unto na- 
«ture: tombs and monuments, which ſhould perpetuate 
“ our memories, pay. it themſelves; and the proudeſt 
« pyramid of them all, which wealth and ſcience have 
© erected, has loſt its apex, and ſtands obtruncated in 
© the traveller's horizon.” (My father found he got 
great eaſe, and went on) — Kingdoms and provinces, 
* and towns and cities, have they not their periods? and 
* when thoſe principles and powers, which at firſt ce- 
«mented and put them together, have performed their 
c {everal evolutions, they fall back.” —Brother Shandy, 
[ad my uncle Toby, laying down his pipe at the word 
volulions Revolutions, I meant, quoth my father; 
by heaven! I meant revolutions, brother Toby—ev: lu- 
tions is nonſenſe, —"Tis not nonſenie—ſaid my uncie 
Toby.—But is it not nonſenſe to break the thread of 
ſuch a diſcourſe, upon ſuch an occaſion? cried my _ 
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do not- dear Toby, continued he, taking him by the 
hand, do not———do not, I beſeech thee, interrupt me at 
this criſs, ——My uncle Toby put his pipe into his 
mouth, | 

% Where is Troy, and My.enz, and Thebes, and 
% Delos, and Perſepolis, and Agrigentum?“ conti- 
nued my father, taking up his hook of poſt-roads, which 
he had laid down. —““ What is become, brother Toby, 
ce of Nineveh and Babylon, of Cizicum and Mitylen ? 
« The faireſt towns that ever the ſun roſe upon, are 
« pow no more; the names only are left, and thoſe (tor 
« many of them are wrong ſpelt) are falling themſelves 
e by piece-meals to decay, and in length of time will 


& he torgotten, and involved with every thing in a per- 


« petual night: the world itſelf, brother Toby, muſt— 
«* muſt come to an end. | 
ce Returning out of Aſia, when I failed from gina 
ce towards Megara,“ (when can this have been? thought 
my uncle Toby, )“ I began to view the country round 
% about. gina was behind me, Megara was before, 
“% Pyrzus on the right hand, Corinth on the left — 
4% What flouriſhing towns now proſtrate, upon the earth! 
& Alas! alas! ſaid I to myſelf, that man ſhould diſturb 
ce his ſoul for the loſs of a child, when ſo much as this 
& lies awfully buried in his preſence.— Remember, 
&« ſaid I to myſelf again—remember thou art a man. — 
Now my uncle 'Toby knew not that this laſt paragraph 
was an extract of Servius Sulpicius's conſolatory letter to 
\ Tully. He had as little ſkill, honeſt man, in the 
fragments, as he had in the whole peices of antiquity. 
And as my father, whilſt he was concerned in the 'Tur- 
key trade, had been three or four different times in the 
Levant, in one of which he had ſtaid a whole year and 
a halt at Zant, my uncle Toby naturally concluded, 
that in ſome one of theſe periods, he had taken a trip 
acrols the Archipelago into Aſia; and that all this ſail- 
ing affair with ZEgina behind, and Megara before, and 
Pyræus on the right hand, &c. &c. was nothing more 
than the true courſe of my father's voyage, and reflecti- 
ons. 
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ons, —T was certainly in his manner, and many an 
undertaking critic would have built two ſtories higher 
upon worſe foundations. And pray, brother, quoth 
my uncle Toby, laying the end of his pipe upon my fa- 
ther's hand in a kindly way of interruption—but waiting 
till he finiſhed the account hat year of cur Lord 
was this?——T'was no year of our Lord, replied my 
fatlier.— That's impoſſible, cried my uncle Toby. Sim- 
pleton! ſaid my tather,—'twas forty years before Chriſt 
was born. | 

My uncle Toby had but two things for it ; eitherto 
ſuppoſe his brother to be the wandering Jew, or that his 
mistortunes had diſordered his brain.——* May the 
« Lord God of heaven and earth protect him and reſtore 
« him!” ſaid my uncle Toby, praying ſilently for my 
father, and with tears in his eyes. 

My father placed the tears to a proper account, 
and went on with his harangue with great ſpirit. 

There is not ſuch great odds, brother Toby, be- 
&« twixt good and evil, as the world imagines” -this 
way of ſetting off, by-the-bye, was not likely to cure 


my uncle Toby's fuſpicions—** Labour, ſorrow, grief, 


« ſickneſs, want, and woe are the ſauces of life.. 
5 good may do them ſaid my uncle Toby to him- 
elt. 

« My ſon is dead! ſo much the better tis a 
ce ſhame in ſuch a tempeſt to have but one anchor. 

„ But he is gone for ever from us!—be it ſo, He is 
« got from under the hands of his barber before he was 
« bald-—he is but rijen from a feaſt before he was ſur- 
« feited—trom a banquet before he had got drunken.“ 

The Thraciars wept when a child was born” 
(and we were very near it, quoth my uncle 'Toby) 
« and feaſted and made merry when a man went out of 
« the world; and with reaſor. Death opens the gate 
« of fame, and ſhuts the gate of envy after 1t—it un- 
« Jooles the chain of the captive, and puts the bondſ- 
man's taſk into another man's hands. | 


60 Set 
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& Shew me the man who knows what life is, who 
c dreads it, and I'll ſhew thee a priſoner who dreads his 
te liberty." 

Is it not better, my dear brother Toby, - (for mark 
our appetites are but dileales)—1s it not better not to 
hunger at all, than to eat ?-—not to thirſt, than to take 
phy ſic to cure it? . 

Is it not better to be freed from cares and agues, from 
love and melancholy, and the other hot aud cold fits of 
life, than like a galled traveller, who comes weary to 
his inn, to be bound to begin his journey afreſh? 

There is no terror, brother Toby, in its looks, but 
what it borrows from groans and convultions—and the 
blowing of noſes, and the wiping away of tears with 
the bottoms of curtains in a dying man's room, — Strip 
it of theſe, what is it ?—"Tis better in battle than in bed, 
ſaid my uncle Toby. — Take away its herſes, its mutes, 
and its-mourning,—its plumes, ſcutcheons, and other 
mechanic aids 
tinued my father, ſmiling, for he had abſolutely forgot 
my brother Bobby—'tis terrible no way—for conſider, 
brother Toby—when we are—death is x07 ; —and when 
death i- we are zot, My uncle Toby laid down his 
pipe to conſider the propoſition; my father's eloquence 
was too rapid to ſtay for any man——away it went— 
and hurried my uncle Toby's ideas along with it.—— 

For this reaſon, continued my father, 'tis worthy to 
recollect, how little alteration in great men, the ap- 
proaches of death have made. —Veipaſtan died in a jeſt 
upon his cloſe-ſtool—Galba with a ſentence— Septimius 
Severus in a diſpatch— Tiberius in diſſimulat ion —and 
Cæſar Auguſtus in a complighent. I hope 'was a ſincere 
one—quoth my uncle Toby. 

— Tas to his wife —ſaid my father. 
| HK 

And élaſtiy for all the choice anecdotes which 
hiſtory can produce of this matter, continued my father, 
— this, like the gilded dome which covers in the fabric 
——crowns all. 
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"Tis of Cornelius Gallus, the praettor—which I dare 
ſay, brother Toby, you have read. I dare ſay J have 
not, replied my uncle. He died, ſaid my father, as 
D #4 N 4 4 4 % & # # And if it was 
with his wife, ſaid my uncle Toby there could be 
no hurt in it.— That's more than I know-—-replied 


my father. 
CHAT V 
V mother was goirfg very gingerly in the dark alon 

the patſage which led to the parlour, as my uncle 
Toby pronounced the word wwife.——"Tis a ſhrill, pene- 
trating ſound of itſelf, and Obadiah had helped it by 
leaving the door a little a-jar, ſo that my mother heard 
enough of it, to imagine herſelf the ſubject of the conver- 
ſation; ſo laying the edge of her finger acroſs her two 
lips—holding in her breath, and bending her head a 
little downwards, with a twiſt of her neck (not to- 
wards the door, but from it, by which means her ear 
was brought to the chink) e liſtened with all her 
powers ;>— the liſtening ſlave, with the Goddeſs of 


Silence at his back, could not have given a finer thought 


for an intaglio, 

In this attitude I am determined to let her ſtand for 
five minutes: till I bring up the aftairs of the kitchen 
(as Rapin does thoſe of the church) to the ſame period. 


CHAP. VI. 
THOUGH in one ſenſe our family was certainly a 


ſimple machine, as it conliſted of a few wheels; yet 
there was thus much to be ſaid for it, that theſe wheels 
were ſet in motion by ſo many different ſprings, and 
ated one upon the other from ſuch a variety of ſtrange 
principles and impulſes that though it was a ſimple 


machine, it had all the honour and advantages of a 


and a number of as odd movements 


complex one, 


within it, as ever were beheld in the inſide of a Dutch 


ſilk-mill. | 
Amongſt theſe there was one, I am going to ſpeak of, 
in which, es it was not altogether 10 ſingular as 
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in many others ; and it was this, that whatever motion, 
debate, harangue, dialogue, projet, or diſſertation was 
going forwards in the parlour, there was generally ano. MW Phe 
ther at the ſame time, and upon the ſame. ſubject, run. Alo 
| ning parallel along with it in the kitchen, tall 
ow to bring this about, whenever an extraordinary 
meſſage or letter was delivered in the parlour——or a wn 
diſcourſe ſuſpended till a ſervant. went out—or the lines ſde 
of diſcontent were obſerved to hang upon the brows of MW * 
my father or mqther——or, in ſhort, when any thing wo 
was ſuppoſed to be upon the tapis worth knowing os 
liſtening to, twas the rule to leave the door, not abſo. MW ©! 
lutely ſhut, but ſomewhat a-jar—as it ſtands juſt now, 
—hich, under covert of the bad hinge, (and that poſſi- 


bly might be one of the many reaſons why it was never {7 
3 it was not difficult to manage; by which dia 
means, in all theſe caſes, a paſſage was generally left, 
not indeed as wide as the Dardanells, but wide enough, hae 
tor all that, to carry on as much of this windward trade, dia 
as was ſufficient to ſave my father the trouble of govern- W 
ing his houſe, My 1 G5 at this moment ſtands pro- rn 


fiting by it,——Obadiah did the ſame thing, as ſoon as 
he had left the letter upon the table which brought the 8 
news of my brother's death; ſo that before my father 


had well got over his ſurpriſe, and entered upon his W * 
harangue, —had Trim got upon his legs, to ſpeak his 5 
ſentiments upon the ſubject. _ thi 
A curious obſerver of nature, had he been worth the 3 
inventory of all Job's ſtock — though, by-the- bye, your du 
curious obſervers are ſeldom worth a groat would have N 
given the half of it, to have heard Corporal Trim and = 
my father, two orators ſo contraſted by nature and edu- 155 
cation, haranguing over the ſame bier. 5 
My father a man of deep reading prompt memory hi 
with Cato, and Seneca, and Epictetus, at his fiu- Su 
gers ends. | | 
The corporal—with nothing to remember——of - 


no deeper reading than his muſter-roll——or greater 


The ler 


names at his finger's end than the contents of it. 
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e The one 8 from period to period, by meta- bl 
ano. pbor and alluſion, and ſtriking the, fancy as he went MH 
run. along (as men of wit _ do) with the enter- . 
adainment and pleaſantry of his pictures and images. bit 
linary The other, without wit or antitheſis, or point, or 1 
or a turn, this way or that; but leaving the images on one 4p! 
lines MI fide, and the pictures on the other, going {traight for- 1 
ws af wards as nature could lead him, to the heart. O Trim! 1 
thing would to heaven thou had'ſt a better hiſtorian !-—would | v8 
ng os —thy hiſtorian had a better pair of breeches 0 ye 1 
abſo. critics! will nothing melt you? 1 
14 HAP. . — 1 
ad ONE young maſter in London is dead! faid Oba- 4 Mr 
151 —A green ſattin night-gown of my mother's, which 7-8 
ugh, had been twice ſcoured, was the firſt idea which Oba- 2" 
rade, MW diah's exclamation brought into Suſannah's head. 1 li f 
3 Well might Locke write a chapter upon the impertec- 108 
tions of words. — Then, quoth Suſannah, we muſt 6 
2 I go i ö But note a ſecond time; the 1 
In 28 all go into mourning———But note ; SJ 
t the word mourning, notwithſtanding Suſannah made uſe of 9 
ither Tit herſelf failed alſo of doing its office; it excited 1 
x bh not one ſingle idea, tinged either with grey or black, WS 
c his Ki - hd e green ſattin night-gown hung 1208 
there ſtill. - oct 
the ——0 'twill be the death of my poor miſtreſs, cried MM 
our Sulannah.——My mother's whole wardrobe followed. TH 
bow What a proceſſion! her red damaſk, her orange- 
and tawny, —her white and yellow luteſtrings, her brown 
du. W taffata, ——her bone-laced caps, her bed-gowns, and 
comfortable under-petticoats, not a rag was left be- 
101y Ny JR % No,—/he will never look up again,” —ſaid 
uſannah. | 
gel We had a fat fooliſh ſcullion—my father, I think, 
—of kept her for her ſraplicity ;——ſhe had been all autumn 
ater ſtruggling with a droply. He is dead, faid Obadiah, 
—he is certainly dead !——So am not I, ſaid the fooliſh 
he icullion, | 


— Here 


'C2 
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ere is {ad news, Trim, cried Suſannah, wiping 
her eyes as Trim ſtep'd into the Kitchen; maiter Bobby 
is dead and buried—-the funeral was an interpolation. of 
Sufannah's——=we ſhall have all to go into mourning, 
ſaid Suſannah. 

I hope not! ſaid Trim,—You hope not! cried Suſan. 
nah curneſtly.— The mourning ran not in Trim's head, 
whatever it did in Sulannah's,-I hope, (aid Trim, ex. 

laining himſelf, I hope in God the news is not true, — 
75 — the letter read with my own ears, antwered 
Obadiah; and we ſhall have a terrible piece of work of 
it in ſtubbing the Ox-moor, —Oh he's dead! ſaid Su- 
ſannah 4. ſure, ſaid the ſcullion, as I am alive. 

* lament for him from my heart and my ſoul, ſaid 
Trim, fetching a figh-——Poor creature !--poor boy! 
poor gentleman! _ 

le was alive laſt Whitſuntide, ſaid the coachman, 
—Whittuntide! Alas! cried Trim, extending his right 
arm, and falling inſtantly into the ſame attitude in which 
he read the ſermon, what is Whitſuntide, Jonathan, 
(tor that was the coachman's-name,) or Shrovetide, or 
any tide or time paſt, to this? Are we not here now, 
continued the corporal - (ſtriking the end of his ſtick 
8 upon the floor, ſo as to give an idea of 

ealth and ſtability, )—and are we not (dropping his hat 
upon the ground)——gone! in a moment — ' Twas in- 


finitely ſtriking! Suſannah burſt into a flood of tears. 


Mee are not ſtocks and ſtones.—Jonathan, Obadiah, 
the cook-maid, all melted the fooliſh fat fcullion 
herſelf, who was ſcouring a fiſh-kettle upon her knees, 
was rous'd with it,—The whole kitchen crowded about 
the corporal. | | 

Now as I perceive plainly, that the preſervation of 
our conſtitution in church and ſtate ad poſſibly the 


preſervation of the whole world——or, what is the ſame 


thing, the diſtribution and balance of its property and 


power, may in time come to depend greatly upon the 
right underſtanding of this ſtroke of the corporab's elo- 


quence—I do demand your attention your worlhips 
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and reverences, for any ten pages together, take them 
where you will in any other part of the work, ſhall fleep 
for it at your eaſe, 

I ſaid, „ we were not ſtocks and ſtones''—"'tis ve 
well, I ſhould have added, nor are we angels, I wiſh 
we were,—but men clothed with bodies, and governed 
by our imaginations ;-——and what a junketing piece 
of work of it there is, betwixt theſe and our ſeven ſenſes, 
eſpecially ſome of them ; for my own part, I own it, 
I am aſhamed to confeſs. Let it ſuffice to affirm, that 
of all the ſenſes, the eye (for I abſolutely deny the touch, 
though moſt of your Barbati, I know, are for it) has 
the quickeſt commerce with the ſoul. gives a ſmarwy 
ſtroke, and leaves ſomething more inexpreſſible upon the 


fancy, than the words can either convey—or ſometimes 


get rid of, : 

I've gone a little about——no matter, 'tis for 

health—let us only carry it back in our mind to the mor- 
tality of Trim's hat,—* Are we not here now, —and 
gone! in a moment!“ There was nothing in the 
ſentence— 't was one of your ſelf. evident truths we have 
the advantage of hearing every day; and if Trim had 
not truſted more to his hat than his head he had made 
nothing at all of it, 
„% Are we not here now, —ccont inued the 
corporal, © and are we not (dropping his hat plump 
« upon the ground and pauſing, before he pronouneed 
« the word) — gone! in a moment? The deſcent of 
the hat was as if a heavy lump of clay had been kneaded 
into the crown of it. Nothing could have expreſſed 
the ſentiment of mortality, of which it was the type and 
forerunner, like it,—his hand ſcemed to vanith from 
under it,——-it fell dead, the corporal's eye fix'd 
upon it, as upon a corpſe, —and Suſannah burſt into a 
flood of tears. 

NowWw— Ten thouſand, and ten thouſand times ten 
thouſand (for matter and motion are infinite) are the 
ways by which a hat may be dropped upon the ground, 
without any effect Had he flung it, or thrown it, 5 
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caſt it, or ſkimmed it, or ſquirted it, or let it ſlip or fall 
in any poſſible direction under heaven, or in the heft 
qirection thatz could be given to it, had he dropped it 
like a gooſe—like a puppy—like an aſs—or in doing it, 
or even after he had done, had he looked like a fool 
like a ninny—like a nincompoop——it had fail'd, and 
the effebt upon the heart had been loſt, 

Ve who govern this mighty world and its mighty 
concerns with the engines of eloquence, who hear it, 
and cool it, and melt it, and mollify it, —and then har. 
den it again to your purpoſe 

Ye who wins __ turn the paſſions with this great 
wundlaſs, and, having done it, lead the owners of them 
whither ye think meet Tor 

Ye, laſtly, who drive—and why not, Ye alſo who 
are driven, like turkeys to market with a flick and a 
red clout—meditate—-meditate, I beſeech you, upon 
Trim's hat. 

9388 CH AP. VIII. | 

TAY——-T have a ſmall account to ſettle with the 

reader, before Trim can go on with his harangue— 
It ſhall be done in two minutes, | 

Amongſt many other book debts, all of which I ſhall 
diſcharge in due time, I own myſelf a debtor to the 
world for two items, —a chapter upon chamber-maitl 
and button-holes, which in the tormer part of my work, 
I promiſed and fully intended to pay off this year: but 
ſome of your worſhips and reverences telling me, that 
the two ſubjects, eſpecially ſo connected 8 might 
endanger the morals of the world, —l pray the chapter 
upon chamber-maids and button-holes may be forgiven 
me,——and that they will accept of the laſt chapter in 
lieu of it; which is nothing an't pleaſe your reverence, 
| yt a chapter of chamber-maids,' green-gowns, and old- 

ats. . 

Trim took his off the ground, — put it upon his head, 
and then went on with his oration upon death, in 


manner and form following, | 
Fs 2 CHAP. 
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%: H A P. IX. 


To us, Jonathan, who know not what want or 
care is—who live here in the ſervice of two of the beſt of 


maſters—(bating in my own caſe his majeſty King Wil- 


liam the Third, whom I had the honour to ſerve both 
in Ireland and Flanders)—TI own it, that from Whitſun— 
tide to within three weeks of Chriſtmas, —*tis not long, 
— tis like nothing; but to thoſe, Jonathan, who know 
what death is, ea. what havock and deſtruction he can 
make, before a man can well wheel about——'tis like a 
whole age.—O Jonathan! *twould make a good-natured 
man's heart bleed, to conſider, continued the corporal 
(tanding perpendicularly), how low many a brave and 
upright 12 has been laid ſince that time And truſt 
me, Suly, added the corporal, turning to Suſannah, 
whoſe eyes were {wimming in water, before that time 
comes round again,—many a bright eye will be dim.— 
Suſannah placed it tv the right fide of the page—ſhe 
wept but ſhe court'ſied too. - Are we not, continued 
Trim, looking ſtill at Suſannah—are we not like a flower 
of the field a tear of pride Hole in betwixt every two tears 
of humiliation-—clie no tongue could have deicribed Su- 
ſannah's afliction-—is not all fleſh grals?—"T'was clay 
—'tis dirt.— They all looked directly at the feullion, 
—the ſcullion had juſt been ſcouring a fiſh-Kkettle.—It 
was not fair. 


— What is the fineſt face that ever man looked at !— 


I could hear Trim taik fo for ever, cried Suſannah, 
what is it! (Suſannah laid her hand upon Trim's ſhould- 
er) but corruption? Suſannah took it off, 

Now I love you for this—and 'tis this delicious 
mixture within you which makes you dear creatures 
what you are—and he who hates you for it all I can 
ſay of the matter, is—— That he has either a pumkin 
for his head or a pippen for his heart, —and when- 

lb 


ever he is diſſected *twill be found fo, | | 
| CHAP. 
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ONHAP.T 


HETHER Suſannah, by taking her hand too ſud. 
denly from off the corporal's ſhoulder (by the 
whiſking about of her paſſions), — broke a little the chain 
of his reflect ions | 
Or whether the corporal began to be ſuſpicious, he 
had got into the doctor's quarters, and was talking more 
like the chaplain than himſel. 

Or whether - - - — — 2 8 » Or 
whether for in all ſuch caſes a man of invention and 
parts may with pleaſure fill a couple of pages with ſup- 
poſitions———Wwhich of all theſe was the caule, let the 
curious phyſiologiſt, or the curious any-body determine 


_ _——'twas certain, at leaſt, the corporal went on thus 


with his harangue. 

For my own part, I declare it, that, out of doors, I 
value not death at all not this.. added the cor- 
poral, ſnapping his fingers, —but with an air which no 
one but the corporal could have given to the ſentiment 
n battle, I value death not this . . . and let him 
not take me cowardly, like poor Joe Gibbons, in ſcour- 
ing his gun.—— What is he? A pull of a trigger——4a 
puth of a bayonet an inch this way or that——makes the 
difference. Look along the lin to the right—— 
ſee! Jack's down! well, —'tis worth a regiment of horte 
to him.,——No—'tis Dick. Then Jack's no worſe.— 
Never wind which, —-we pais on, — in hot purſuit the 
wound itſelf which brings him is not felt, the beſt way 
is to ſtand up to him,. — the man who flies, is in ten 
times more danger, than the man who marches up into 
his jaws.——T've look'd him, added the corporal, an 
hundred times in the face, and know what he is. —He's 
nothing, Obadiah, at all in the field But he's very 
frighttul in a houſe, quoth Obadiah.—I never mind it 
myſelt, ſaid Jonathan, upon a coach-box.—It muſt, in 
my opinion, be moſt natural in bed, replied Suſannah. 
—And could I eſcape him by creeping into the worſt 
calf*s-(kin that ever was made into a knapſack, I would 
do it there—-faid Trim but that is nature. 


Nature 
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Nature is nature, ſaid Jonathan——And that is 
the reaſon, cried Suſannah, I ſo much pity my miſtreſs. 
—$he will never get the better of it. Now I pity the 
captain the moſt of any one in the family, anſwered 
Trim.--Madam will get eaſe of heart in weeping, —and 
the Squire in talking about it,—but my poor maſter will 
keep it all in ſilence to himſelf,-I ſhall hear him figh 
in bed for a whole month together, as he did for lieute- 
nant Le Fever. An' pleaſe your honour, do not ſigh fo 
ee I would ſay to him as J lay beſide him. I 
cannot help it, Trim, my maſter would fay,—'tis fo 
melancholy an accident cannot get it off my heart. 
Your honour fears not death yourſelf.—I hope, Trim, 
I fear nothing, he would ſay, but the doing a wrong 
thing.—— Well, he would add, whatever betides, i 
will take care of Le Fever's boy.— And with that, 
like a quieting draught, his honour would fall afleep. _ 

I like to hear Trim's ſtories about the captain, ſaid 
Sulannah.,——He is a kindly-hearted gentleman, faid 
Obadiah, as ever lived Aye, and as brave a one too, 
ſaid the corporal, as ever ſtept before a platoon,— 
There never was a better officer in the king's army, — 
or a better man in God's world; for he would march up 
to the mouth of a cannon, though he ſaw the lighted 
match at the very touch-hole, and yet, for all that, 
he has a heart as ſoft as a child for other people.—He 
would not hurt a chicken. I would ſooner, quoth Jona- 
than, drive ſuch a gentieman for ſeven pounds a year— 
than ſome for eight.——— Thank thee, Jonathan! for 
thy twenty ſhillings, —as much, Jonathan, ſaid the 
corporal, ſhaking him by the hand, as if thou hadſt put 
the money into my own pocket, I would ſerve him to 
the day of my death out of love. He is a friend and a 
brother to me and could I be ture my poor brother 
Tom was dead,—continued the corporal, taking ont his 
handkerchief, was I worth ten thoujand pounds, I would 
leave every ſhilling of it to the captain. Trim could 
not refrain trom tears at this teſtimentary proot he gave 


of his affection to his maſter. The whole kitchen 
hf Was 
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was affected. o tell us this ſtory of the poor lieute. 
nant, ſaid Suſannah, With all my heart, anſwered 
the corporal. 

Suſannah, the cook, Jonathan, Obadiah and Corporal 
Trim, formed a circle about the fire; and as ſoon as the 
ſcullion had ſhut the kitchen door, —the corporal began, 


CHA ©. Ad 


1 AM a Turk if I had not as much forgot my mother, 


as if Nature had plaſtered me up, and {et me down 
naked upon the banks of the river Nile, without one.— 
Your molt obedient ſervant, Madam.—I've coſt you a 
great deal of trouble, — I with it may anfwer.;—but you 
have left a crack in my back,—and here's a great picce 
fallen off here before,—and what muſt I do with this 
foot? I ſhall never reach England with it. 

For my own part I never wonder at any thing ;——and 
ſo often has my judgment deceived me in my life, that 
I always ſuſpect it, right or wrong, —at leaſt I am (el. 
dom hot upon cold ſubjects. For all this, I reverence 
truth as much as any body; and when it has ſlipped us, 
if a man will but take me by the hand, and go quictly 
and ſearch for it, as for a thing we have both loſt, and 
can neither of us do well without, I'll go to the world's 
end with him: But I hate diſputes, —and therefore 
(bating religious points, or ſuch as touch ſociety) ! 
would almoſt jubicribe to any thing which does not 
choak me in the firit paſſage, rather than be drawn into 
one—But I cannot bear ſuffocat ion, —and bad ſmells 
worlt of all.-For which reaſons, I refolved from the 
beginning, That if ever the army of martyrs was to be 
augmented,—or a new one raiſed, —I would have no 
hand in it, one way or t'other. 


CHAT. MN 


B to return to my mother. 

My uncle Toby's opinion, Madam, *« that 

cc there 2 “ be no harm in Cornelius Gallus, the Ro- 

* man prætor's lying with his wife; —or rather the 

laſt word of that opinion (for it was all my e 
bear 
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heard of it,)—caught hold of her by the weak part of 
the whole ſex: - Vou ſhall not miſtake me, -I mean her 
curioſity, — ſhe inſtantly concluded herſelf the ſubject of 
the converſation, and with that prepoſlefſion upon her 
fancy, you will readily conceive every word my father 
ſaid, was accommodated either to herſelf, or her family 
concerns. ; 

— Pray, Madam, in what ſtreet does the lady live 
who would not have done the ſame ? 

From the ſtrange mode of Cornelius's death, my father 
had made a tranſition to that of Socrates, and was 
giving my uncle Toby an abſtract of his pleading before 
his judges ;—"twas irreſiſtible: not the oration of Socra- 
tes, —but my father's temptation to it,—He had wrote 
the life of docrates“ himſelſ the year before he left off trade, 
which, I fear, was the means of haſtening him out of it; 
ſo that no one was able to [et out with fo full a ſail, and in 
ſo ſwelling a tide of heroic loftineſs upon the occaſion, 
as my father was. Not a period in Socrates's oration, 
which cloſed with a ſhorter word than tran{migration, 
or annihilation, —or a worſe thought in the middle of it 
than to be—or uit to be, —the entering upon a new and 
untried ſtate of things, —or, upon a long, a profound, 
and peaceful {lcep without dreams, without diſturbance ; 
AA hat wwe and our children were born to dit, ut 
neither of us born to be ſlaves. No—there J miſtake ; 
that was part of Eleazer's oration, as recorded by Jo- 
ſephus, (de Bell. Judiac,)—Eleazer owns he had it from 
the philoſopher of India. In all likelihood Alexander 
the Great, in his irruption into India, after he had over- 
run Perſia, amongſt the many things he ſtole, —ſtole that 
ſentiment alſo; by which means it was carried, if not 
all the way by himſelf (for we all know he died at Baby- 
lon,) at leaſt by ſome of his maroders, into Greece, 
trom Greece it got to Rome,—trom Rome to France,— 
and from France to England ;—$So things come round. 

| 1 

* This book my father would never conſent to pub- 
liſh; 'tis in manuſcript, with. ſome other tracts of his, 
in the family; all or moſt of which will be printed in 
due time. 3 "hs 
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By land carriage, I can conceive no other way ,——— 

By water the ſentiment might eaſily have come down 
the Ganges into the Sinus Gangeticus, or Bay of Ben. 
gal, and fo into the Indian Sen; and following the 
courſe of trade (the way from India to the Cape of Good 
Hope being then unknown,) might be carried with 
other drugs and ſpices up the Red Sea to Joddah, the 
ort of Mekka, or clie to Tor or Sues, towns at the 
33 of the gulph; and from thence by karrawans to 
Coptos, but three days journey diftant, ſo down the 
Nile directly to Alexandria, where the ſentiment wou 
be landed at the very foot of the ſtair-caſe of the Alex. 
andrian library, —and from that ſtore-houle it would he 
fetched, —Bl-1s me! what a trade was driven by the 
learned in thoſe days ! 


| CH. AB. AM. 


New my father had a way a little like that of Job's 
% * (incaſe there ever was ſuch a man—if not, there's 
an end of the matter.) 9 5 
Though, by-the-bye, becauſe your learned men find 
ſome dithculty in fixing the preciſe ra in which ſo great 
a man lived ;—whether, for inſtance, before or alter the 
patriarchs, &e. to vote, therefore, that he never lived 
at all, is alittle cruel, — tis not doing as they would be 
done by—happen that as it may.,-My father, I ſay, 
had a way, when things went extremely wrong with 
him, eſpecially upon the firſt ſally of his impatience, 
of wondering why he was begot,—wiſhing hunfelf dead; 
lometimes worſe:——And when the provocation ran 
high, and grief touched his lips with more than ordinary 
Y0wers, — Sir, you ſcarce could have diſtinguiſhed him 
trom Socrates himſelf. —Every word would breathe the 
ſentiments of a foul diſdaininy life, and careleſs about 
all its ifſues; for which reaſon, though my mother was 
a woman of no deep reading, yet the abſtraçt of Socra- 
tes's oration, which my tather was giving my uncle 


Toby, was not altogether new to her. —She liſtened to 
it with compoſed intelligence, and would have done tv 
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to the end of the eee . had not my father plunged 
(which he had no occaſion to have done) into that part 


| of the plea ding where the great philoſopher reckons up 


his connect ions, his alliances, and children; but renoun- 
ces a ſecurĩ ty tõ be ſo won by working upon the paſſions 
of his jud ges, —“ I have friends, —I have relations, 
« T have tl iree deſolate children,” —fays Socrates. 
—'Then, cried my mother, opening the door. 
you have ne more, Mr. Shandy, that I know of, 

By heaven! I have one lels,—ſaid my father, getting 
up and walking out of the room, 


CHAT, XIV. 


——— They are Socrates's children, ſaid my uncle Toby. 
He has been dead a hundred years ago, replied my mo- 
ther. 

My uncle Toby was no chronologer—ſo not caring 
to advance a ſtep but upon ſafe ground, he laid down 
his pipe delliberately upon the table, and riſing up, and 
taking my 1 nother moſt kindly by the hand, without ſay- 
ing another word, cither good or bad, to her, he led 
her out after my father, that he might finiſh the ecclair- 
ciſlement hi mſclf. 

CHAT» AY 

HAD this volume becu a farce, which, unleſs every 
one's Life and opinions are to be looked upon as a 
farce as wel | as mine, I fee no reaſon to ſuppole-——the 
laſt chapter, Sir, had finifhed the firſt act of ut, and then 
this chaptei mult have ſet off thus, | 
Ptr..r..1'.ing---twing---twang---prut---trut--"t15 a 
curſed bad fi dale. Do you know whether my fiddle's 
in tune or 110? trut..prut—They ſhould be hfths——— 
"Tis wicka lly ſtrung tr. . à. c. i. O. u. -twang. I he 
bridge is a n ite too high, and the ſound- pott ablolutely 
down,---elſe. --trut..prut—hark ! "tis not % bad a tones 
—Diddle, d ddle, diddle diddle, diddle, diddle, dum. 
There is not hing in playing before good judges, but 
there* a man there no—not him with the bundle un- 
der his arm che grave man in black, —S'death! not the 

Vol. IV. 24 D gentleman 
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* gentleman with the ſword on———vir, I had rather play 2 
a Caprichio to Calliope herſelt, than draw my bow Ert 
acrols my fiddle before that very man; and yet I'll ſtahe the 
my Cremona to a Jew's trump, which is the greateſt FA 
muſical odds that ever were laid, that I will this mo- 1550 
ment ſtop three hundred and fitty leagues out of tune Th 
upon my fiddle, without punithing one ſingle nerve that Ire 
belongs to him. — — I waddle diddle, tweddle diddle, Ta 
——twiddle diddle, —twoddle diddle, —ttwuddle of 
diddle, prut trut—kriſh—kraſh—kruſh. I've oth 
undone you, Sir, but you tee he is no worle,—and ty 
was Apollo to take his fiddle after me, he could make | 
him no better. La 

Diddle, diddle, diddle, diddle, diddle, diddle. y; 
hum — dum — rum. He 
our worſhips and your reverences love muſic— 
and God has made you all with good cars and ſome ay 
of you play delightfully yourlelves—trut-prut,—prut- fo 
trut. ſay 
O! there is—whom I could ſit and hear whole days, 4 
hole talents lie in making what he fidelles to be . 
felt ——who in{ptres me with his joys and hopes, and 2 


puts the moſt hidden ſprings of my heart in motion. — (t] 


If you borrow five guineas of me, Sir,—which is ge- I 

nerally ten guineas more than I have to {pare—or you, be 

Meſſrs. Apothecary and 'Tayl#, want your bills paying, bi 

— that's your time. lit 
; | CHAT xv. ha 
PHE firſt'thing which entered my father's head, after by 

affairs were a little {ſettled in the tamily, {nd Suſan- 80 

nah had got poſſeilion of my mother's green ſattin night- 1 


wn, was to ſit down cooly, after the example of 
enophon, and write a 1 riſtra-pzdia, or ſyſtem ot edu- £ 
cation for me; collecting firſt for that purpoſe his own 


ſcattered thoughts, coumels, and notions; and binding 
them together, 1o as to form an Inititute for the govern- * 
ment of my childhood and adoleſcence. I ras my fa— - 


ther's laſt Rake—he had Joſt my brother Boh by entirely, 
—he 
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he had loft by his own computation, full three-fourths 
of me—that is, he had been unfortunate in his three 
firſt great caſts for me—my geniture, noſe, and name,— 
there was but this one left: and accordingly my father 
gave himſelf up to it with as much devotion as ever my 


uncle Toby had done to his doctrine of projectiles—— 


The difference between them was, that my uncle Joby 
drew his whole knowledge of projectiles from Nicholas 
Partaglia—My father {pun his, every thread of it, out 
of his own brain,—or recled and crols-twiſted what all 
other ſpinners and ſpinſters had ſpun before him, that 

'twas pretty near the ſame torture to him. 

In about three years, or ſomething more, my father 
had got advanced almoſt into the middle of his work — 
Like all other writers, he met with diſappoini{ments,— 
He imagined he ſhould be able to bring whatever he had 
to lay into ſo ſmall a compaſs, that when it was finiſhed 
and bound, it might be rolled up in my mother's huf- 
live, Matters grow under our hands. Let no man 
ſay,— Come I'll write a Duodecimo.”” 

My father gave himlelf up to it, however, with the 
moſt paintul diligence, proceeding ſtep by ſtep in every 
line, with the ſame Kind of caution and circumſpection 
(though I cannot ſay upon quite fo religious a princt- 
ple) as was uſed by John de la Caſa, the lord archbiſhop 
of Bencvento, in compatling his Galateo ; in Which 
his grace of Benevento ſpent near forty years of his 
lite; awd when the thing came out, it was not of above 
half the ſize of a Rider's Almanack. How the holy 
man managed the affair, unleſs he ſpent the greateſt part 
of his time in combing his whiſkers, or playing at pri- 
mero with his chaplain, would pole any mortal not let 
into the true ſecret; and therefore "tis worth explaining 
to the world, was it only for the encouragement of thote 
few in it, who write not ſo much to be fed us to be 
tamous. _ 

I own, had John de la Caſa, the archbiſhop of Bene- 
vento, for whoſe memory (notwithſtanding his Gala- 
teo) I retain the higheſt vencration, had he been, 

D 2 Sir, 
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Sir, a flender clerk,—of dull wit—ſlow part's—colſtive 
head, and fo forth, he and his Galateo might have jog. 


ged on together to the age of Methuſelah for nie—— the 
phenomenon had not been worth a parentheſis. 

Bat the reverſe of this was the truth: John de la Caſa 
was a genius of fine parts and fertile tancy'; and yet 
with all theſe great advantages of nature, which ſhould 
have pricked him forwards with his Galate o, he lay 
under an impuiflance at the ſame time of .advancing 

above a line and an half in the compaſs of a u ole ſum- 
mer's day. This diſability in his Grace aro! & from an 
opinion he was afflicted with, which opinion was this,— 
Viz. that whenever a Chriſtian was writing a book (not 
for his private amuſement, but,) where his intent and 

rpoſe was, bond fide, to print and publiſh it to the 
world, his firſt thoughts were always the tempitations of 
the evil one.— This was the ſtate of ordinar y writers; 
but when a perſonage of venerable character and high 
ſtation, either in church or ſtate, once turned author,— 
he maintained that from that very moment he took pen 
in hand—all the devils in hell broke out of ther holes to 
cajole him. JTwas Term-time with them, —every 
thought, firſt and laſt, was captious; how ſpecious 
and good foever,,—'twas all one: in whatever form or 
colour it preſented itſelf to the imagination, 'twas ſtill 
a ſtroke of one or other ot em levelled at him, and was 
to be fenced off,—So that the life of a writer, whatever 
he might fancy to the contrary, was not ſo much a ſtate 
of compoſition as a ſtate of warfare z and his probation 
in it, preciſely that of any other man milit ant upon 
earth,. both depending alike, not half ſo much upon 
the degrees of his wit as his reſiſtance. 

My father was hugely pleaſed with this theory of John 
de la Caſa, archbiſhop of Benevento; and (hd it not 
cramped him a little in his creed) I believe would have 
given ten of the beſt acres in the Shandy eſtate to have 
been the hroacher of it. How far my father actually 
believed in the devil, will be ſeen, when I come t:o ſpeak 
of my tather's religious notions, in the progreſs of this 

work: 
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work: *tis enough to ſay here, as he could not have the 
honour of it, in the literal ſenſe of the doftrine—-he took 
up with the allegory of it; and would often tay, eſpe— 
cially when his pen was a little retrograde, there was as 
much good meaning, truth, and knowledge, couched 
under the veil of John de la Caſa's parabolical repreſen- 
tation, as was to be found in any one poetic fiét ion, 
or myltic record of antiquity.— Prejudice of education, 
he would ſay, is the devil and the multitudes of 
them which we ſuck in with our mother's milk—are the 
devil and all. We are haunted with them, brother 
Toby, in all our lucubrations and reſearches ; and was 
a man fool enough to ſubmit tamely to what they obtru- 
ded upon him,—what would this book be? Nothing. 
he would add, throwing his pen away with vengeance, 
nothing but a farrago of the clack of nurſes, and 
of the nonſenſe of the old women (of both ſexes) through- 
out the kingdom. gs 

This is the beſt account I am determined to give of 


the ſlow progrels my father made in his Triſtra-pædia; 


at which (as I ſaid) he was three years, and ſomething 
more, indefatigably at work, and at laſt had ſcarce com- 
pleted, by his own reckoning, ene halt of his under— 
taking: the misfortune was, that I was all that time 
totally neglected and abandoned to my mother; and 
what was almoit as bad, by the very delay, the firſt part, 
of the work, upon which my father had ſpent the moſt 
of his pains, was rendered entirely uſcleſs, every 
day a page or two became of no conſequence. 

| Certainly it, was ordained as a ſcourge upon the 
pride of human wiſdom, That the wiſeſt of us all ſhould 


thus outwit ourſelves, and eternally forggo our purpoles, 


in the intemperate act of purſuing them. 

In ſhort, my father was fo long in all his acts of re- 
ſtance, or in other words, —he advanced fo very flow 
with his work, and I began to live end get for ards at 
ſuch a rate, that if an event had not happened,——which, 
when we get to it, if it can be told with decency, ſhall 
not be concealed a moment trom the reader I verily 
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believe I had put by my father, and left him drav7ing à 
ſun- dial, for no better purpoſe than to be buried under 


ground, | 
CHATFP., XVI. $72 
W Y As nothing, — I did not loſe two drops of 
blood by it——twas not worth calling in a 
ſurgeon, had he lived next door to us—thouſands ſuffer 
by choice what I did by accident. Doctor Slop made 
ten times more of it than there was occaſion :—Some 
men riſe by the art of hanging great weights upon ſmall 
wires, — and I am this day (Auguſt the roth, 1761) 
paying part of the price of this man's reputation. 
O *twould provoke a ſtone, to ſee how things are carried 
on in this world ! The chamber-maid had left: no 
ee BS under the bed. Cannot you contxive, 
maſter, quoth Suſannah, lifting up the ſaſh with one 
hand, as ſhe ſpoke, and helping me up into the window- 
ſeat with the other, cannot you manage, my dear, for 
a ſingle time to * ##*# #* RN MN > 
I was five years old. —Suſannah did not conſider that 
nothing was well hung in our family, —ſo {lap came the 
{aſh down like lightning upon us.—Nothing is left,— 
cried Suſannah,—nothing is left—for me, but to run 
my country. 3 | | 
My uncle Toby's houſe was a much kinder ſanctuary; 
and io Suſannah fled to it. | 


CH A Pc JH 


I HEN Sufannah told the corporal the miſadyenture 

of the ſaſh, with all the circumitances which at- 
tended the murder of me (as the called it), the blood 
forſook his cheeks; all acceſſaries in murder being prin- 
cipals,—Trim's conſcience told him he was as much to 
blame as Suſannah, —and if the doctrine had been true, 
my uncle Toby had as much of the bloodſhed to anſwer 
for to heaven, as either of em; ſo that neither rea- 


fon or inſtinct, ſeparate or together, could poſſibly have 

guided Sulannah's ſteps to ſo proper an aſylum. It is 

in vain to leave this to the reader's imagination: to 
| form 
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form any kind of hypotheſis that will render theſe pro- 
poſitions feaſible, he muſt cudgel his brains fore and 
to do it without, — he muſt have ſuch brains as no reader 
ever had before him. Why ſhould J put them either 
to trial or to torture? "Tis my own affair; I'll explain 


it myſelf. 
| CHAT. XIX. | 
of K's a pity, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, reſting with 
his hand upon the corporal's ſhoulder, as they both 
ſtood ſurveying their works, that we have not a cou- 
ple of field pieces to mount in the gorge of that new re- 
doubt; "'twould ſecure the lines all along there, and 
make the attack on that fide quite complete;—get me a 
couple caſt, Trim. | 

Your honour ſhall have them, replied Trim, before 
to-morrow morning. 

It was the joy of Trim's heart, —nor was his fertile 
head ever at a loſs for expedients in doing it, to ſupply 
my uncle Toby in his campaigns with whatever his 
fancy called for ; had it been his laſt crown, he would 
have ſate down and hammered it into a paderero, to 
have prevented a ſingle wiſh in his maſter. The corpo- 
ral had already, ——what with cutting off the ends of 
my uncle Toby's ſpouts hacking and chiſeling up 
the ſides of his leaden gutters, melting down his 

ewter thaving-baſon,——and going at laſt, like Lewis 
the Fourteenth, on to the top of the church for ſpare 
ends, &c.—he had that very campaign brought no leſs 
than eight new battering cannons, beſides three demi- 
culverins, into the field : my uncle Toby's demand for 
two more pieces for the redoubt, had ſet the corporal at 
work again; and no better reſource offering, he had 
taken the two leaden weights from the nurſery window : 
and as the faſh pullies, when the lead was gone, were 
of no kind of uſe, he had taken them away allo to make 
a couple of wheels for one of their carriages, | 

He had diſmantled every ſaſh window in my uncle 
Toby's houſe long before, in the very fame way,. 


though not always inthe ſame order; tor ſometimes the 
pullies 
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44:24 had been wanted and not the lead, ſo then he 
egan with the pullies, —and the pullies being picked 
and ſo the lead 


out, then the lead became uſeleſs, 
went to pot too. | 

A great moral might be picked handſomely out 
of this, but J have not time—'tis enough to ſay, where- 
ever the demolition began, *twas equally fatal to the ſaſh 


window. | 
C31 A. £. qa 

THE corporal had not taken his meaſures ſo badly in 

this ſtroke of artilleryſhip, but that he might have 
kept the matter entirely to himſelf, and left Suſannah 
to have ſuſtained the whole weight of the attack, as ſhe 
could. True courage is not content with coming off 
o. — The corporal, whether as general or comptrol- 
ler of the train, 'twas no matter, had done that, 


without which, as he imagined, the misfortune could 


never have happened, at /eaft in Suſannah's Hands. 
How would your honours have behaved ? He deter- 
mined at once, not to take ſhelter behind Suiannah,— 
but to give it; and with this reſolution upon his mind, 
he marched upright into the parlour, to lay the whole 
manaeuvre before my uncle Toby. | 

My uncle Toby had juſt then been giving Yorick an 
account of the battle of Steenkirk, and of the ſtrange 
conduct of Count Solmes in ordering the foot to halt, and 
the horie to march where it could not act; which was 
directly contrary to the King's commands, and proved 
the loſs of the day. 

There are incidents in ſome families fo pat to the pur- 
poſe of what is going to follow, they are ſcarce ex- 
ceeded by the invention of a dramatic writer I mean 
of ancient days- | 

Trim, by the help of his forefinger, laid flat upon 
the table, and the edge of his hand ſtriking acroſs it at 
right angles, made ſhift to tell his Rory ſo, that prieits 
and virgins might have liſtened to it; and the ſtory 
being told, the dialogue went on as follows : 

n CHAP. 
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CHAP. XXL. 


———T would be picqueted to death, cried the corpo- 
ral, as he concluded Suſannah's ſtory, before I would 
ſuffer the woman to come to any harm ;—— twas my 
fault, an pleaſe your honour, —not her's. | 

Corporal Trim, replied my uncle Toby, putting on 
his hat, which lay upon the table, if any thing can 
be faid to be a fault, when the ſervice abſolutely re- 

uires it ſhould be done, — tis I certainly who deſerve 
the blame—you obeyed your orders. 

Had Count Solmes, Trim, done the ſame at the bat- 
tle of Steenkirk, ſaid Yorick, drolling a little upon the 
corporal, who had been run over by a dragoon in the re- 
treat. he had ſaved thee.—Saved ! cried Trim, in- 
terrupting Yorick, and finiſhing the ſentence for him 
after his own faſhion, he had ſaved five battalions, 
an pleaſe your reverence, every ſoul of them :—There 
was Cutt*s—continued the corporal, clapping the fore- 
finger of his right hand upon the thumb of his left, and 
counting round his hand—there was Cutt's—Mackay's 
—Angus's—Graham's—and Leven's, all cut to pieces : 
——and ſo had the Englith lifeguards too, had it not 
been for ſome regiments upon the right, who marched 
up boldly to their relief, and received the enemy's fire 
in their faces, before any one of their own platoons diſ- 
charged a mulket. They'll go to heaven for it. 
added Trim. Trim is right, ſaid my uncle Toby, 
nodding to Yorick——he's perfectly right. What fig- 
nified his marching the horte, continued the corporal, 
where the ground was fo ſtrait, and the French had ſuch 
a nation of hedges, and copſes, and ditches," and fell'd 
trees laid this way and that to cover them? (as they 
always have.) Count Solmes ſhould have ſent us 
we would have fired muzzle to muzzle with them for 
their lives. — There was nothing to be done for the 
horſe :>-He had his foot ſlot off however for his pains, 
continued the corporal, the very next campaign at Lan- 


den,—Poor Trim got his wound there, quoth my uncle 
Toby. 
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Toby. "Twas owing, an pleaſe your honour, en- 
tirely to Count Selmes—had we drub'd them ſoundly at 
Steenkirk, they would not have fought us at Landen. 
Poſſibly not, — Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby; though 
if they have the advantage of a wood, or you give them 
a moment's time to intrench themſelves, they are a na- 
tion which will pop and pop for ever at you There 
is no way but to march coclly up to them, receive 
their fire, and fall in upon them, pell-mell—Ding dong, 
added Trim. Horſe and foot, ſaid my uncle Toby. 
Helter ſkelter, ſaid Trim. Right and left, cried 
my uncle Toby. Blood an' ounds, ſhouted the cor- 
poral;—the battle raged. Yorick drew his chair a 
little to one fide for ſafety, and after a moment's pauſe, 
my uncle Toby ſinking his voice a note, —reſumed the 
diſcourſe as follows: 


CHAP. XXII. 


KING William, ſaid my uncle Toby, addreſſing 
himſelf to Yorick, was ſo terribly provoked at 
Count Solmes for diſobeying his orders, that he would 
not ſuffer him to come into his preſence for many months 
after. I tear, anſwered Yorick, the ſquire will be 
as much provoked at the corporal, as the King at the 
count. But *twould be ſingularly hard in this caſe, 
continued he, if Corporal Trim, who has behaved ſo 
diametrically oppoſite to Count Solmes, {hould have the 
fate to be rewarded with the ſame diſgrace ;—too oft in 
this world, do things take that train.ä—I would ſpring 
a mine, cried my uncle Toby, riſing up,—and blow up 
my fortifications, and my. houle with them, and we 
would periſh under their ruins, ere I would ſtand by and 
ſee it. Trim directed a flight, but a grateful 
bow towards his maſter, —aad ſo the chapter ends. 


CHAP. 
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CH AFP, II. 


—— Then,  Yorick, replied my uncle Toby, you 
and I will lead the way abreaſt,——and do you, corpo- 
ral, follow a few paces behind us. — And Suſannah, 
an pleaſe your honour, ſaid Trim, ſhall be put in te 
rear. T was an excellent diſpoſition, and in this 
order, without either drums beating, or colours flying, 
they marched ſlowly from my uncle Toby's houſe to 
Shandy-hall. . 

J wiſh, ſaid Trim, as they entered the door, — 
inſtead of the ſaſh-weights, I had cut off the church 
ſpout, as I once thought to have dona. Vou have cut 
off ſpouts enow, replied Yorick. 


'C HA P.:- XXIV. 
AS many pictures as have been given of my father, 


how like him ſoever in different airs and attitudes, 
not one, or all of them, can ever help the reader 
to any kind of pre- conception of how my father would 
think, ſpeak, or act, upon any untried occaſion or oc- 
currence of lite. There was that infinitude of oddi- 
tics in him, and of chances along with it, by which 
handle he would take a thing—it baffled, Sir, all calcu- 
lations. The truth was, his road lay ſo very far on 
one fide, from that wherein moſt men travelled—that 
every object before him preſented a face and tection of 
itſelf to his eye, altogether different from the plan and 
elevation of it ſeen by the reſt of mankind. In other 
words, 'twas a different object, — and in courte was dit- 
ferently conſidered. | 

This is the true reaſon, that my dear Jenny and I, as 
well as all the world beſides us, have ſuch eternal {quab- 
bles about nothing. She looks at her out ſide I, at 
her in. How 1s it poſſible we ſhould agiee about her 


value 2. 


CHAT; 
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CHAP. XXV, 


*Þ15 a point ſettled, and I mention it for the com- 
fort of Confucius *, who is apt to get entangled 
in telling a plain ſtory that provided he keeps along 
the line of his ſtory,—he may go backwards and for- 
wards as he will,—'tis ſtil] held to be no digreſſion. 
This being premiſed, I take the benefit of the act? of 
going backwards myſelf. 


5 CHAT. AATS» 


FI TY thouſand pannier loads of devils—(not of the 
archbiſhop of Benevento's,—I mean of Rabelais's 
devils) with their tails chopped off by their rumps, 
could not have made ſo diabolical a ſcream of it, as I 
did when the accident befel me : it ſummoned up 
my mother inſtantly into the nurſery, ſo that Suſan- 
nah had but juſt time to make her eſcape down the back- 
ſtairs, as my mother came up the fore. | 
Now, though I was old enough to have told the ſtory 
myſelf, and young enough, I hope, to have done it with- 
out malignity ; yet Suſannah, in paſſing by the kitchen, 
for fear of accidents, had left it in ſhort-hand with the 
cook—the cook: had told it with a commentary to Jona- 
than, and Jonathan to Obadiah : fo that by the time 


my father had rung the bell half a dozen times, to know . 


what was the matter above, —was Obadiah enabled to 
give him a particular account of it, juſt as it had hap- 
| one II thought as much, ſaid my father, tucking up 
his night-gown ;—and ſo walked up ſtairs. 

One would imagine from this—(though for my own 
part I ſomewhat queſtion it)—that my father, betore 
that time, had actually wrote that remarkable chapter in 
the Triftra-pedia, which to me is the moſt original and 
entertaining one in the whole book; and that is the 

| chapter 


Mr. Shandy is ſuppoſed to mean“ * renek, 
Eſq. member for ee, 


giſlator. 


and not the Chineſe le- 
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chapter upon ſaſh-<windows, with a bitter Philippick at 
the end of it, upon the forgetfulneſs of chamber-maids. 
I have but two reaſons for thinking otherwiſe. 


Firſt, Had the matter been taken into conſideration 


before the event happened, my father certainly would 
have nailed up the ſaſh-window for good an' all 
which, conſidering with what difficulty he compoſed 
books, —he might have done with ten times leſs trouble 
than he could have wrote the chapter. This argument 1 
foreſee holds good againſt his writing the chapter, even 
after the event; but tis obviated under the ſecond rea- 
fon, which I have the honour to offer to the world in 
ſupport of my opinion, that my father did not write the 
chapter upon ſaſh-windows and chamber-pots at the time 
ſuppoſed, —and it is this, | 

That, in order to render the Tyiſtra-pædia com- 
plete—I wrote the chapter myſelf. 


CHAP, II. 


MY. father put on his ſpectacles looked, took 

them off, — put them into the caſe—all in leſs than 
a ſtatutable minute; and without opening his lips, 
turned about, and walked precipitately down ſtairs. My 
mother imagined he had ſtepped down for lint and baſi- 
licon; but ſeeing him return with a couple of folios un- 


der his arm, and Obadiah following him with a large 


reading deſk, ſhe took it for granted *twas an herbal, 


and fo drew him a chair to the bedſide, that he might 


conſult upon the caſe at his eaſe. 

If it be but right done, ——ſaid my father, turn- 
ing to the ſection de ſede wel ſubjecto circumcifionts,— 
for he had brought up Spencer de Legibus Hebravrum 
Ritualibus—and Maimonides, in order to confront and 
examine us all together, 

If it be but right done, quoth he.—Only tell us, 
cried my mother, interrupting him, what herbs.—For 
that, replied my father, you mult ſend for Dr. Slop. 

My mother went down, and my father went on, read- 
ing the ſection as follows: 

Vol. IV. 24 E 1 
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XR * % THE * X * * *S 


* * * Very well, ſaid my father, * 
nnn, een it ithas thatconve- 
nience—and ſo without ſtopping a moment to ſettle it 
firſt in his mind, whether the Jews had it from the Egyp- 
tians, or the Egyptians from the Jews, he role up, and 
rubbing his forehead two or three times acroſs with the 
palm of his hand, in the manner we rub out the foot- 
ſteps of care, when evil has trod lighter upon us than we 
foreboded,—he ſhut the book, and walked down ſtairs. 
— Nay, ſaid he, mentioning the name of a different great 
nation upon every ſtep as he ſet his foot upon it—if the 
Egyptians,—the Syrians,—the Phoenicians,—the Ara- 
bians, — the Capadocians;—it the Colchi, and Troglo- 
dytes did it—it Solon and Pythagoras ſubmitted, —what 
is Triſtram ?—Who am I, that I ſhould fret or fume 
one moment about the matter? 


| SHAFT. Hl. 


EAR Yorick, ſaid my father, ſmiling (for Yorick 
had broke his rank with my uncle Toby in coming 
through the narrow entry, and ſo had ſtept firſt into the 
8 ,—this Triſtram of ours, I find, comes very 

ardly by all his religious rites.—Never was the ſon of 
Jew, Chriitian, Turk, or Infidel initiated into them in 
1o oblique and flovenly a manner.—But he is no worſe, 
I trult, ſaid Vorick.— There has been certainly, conti- 
nued my father, the deuce and all to do in ſome part or 
other of the ecliptic, when this offspring of mine was 
formed. That you are a better judge of than I, replied 
Vorick.—Aſtrologers, quoth my father, know better 
than us both: — the trine and ſextil aſpects have jumped 
away, —or the oppolite of their aſcendants have not hit 
it as they ſnould, —or the lords of the genitures (as they 
call them) have been at _bo-peep,—or ſomething has been 
wrong above or below with us. 


Tis poſſible, anſwered Vorick.— But is the child, 
cried my uncle Toby, the worte ?—The Troglodytes {ay 
not, replied my iather,— And your theologiſts, N 

te 
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tell us Theologically? ſaid Yorick,—or ſpeaking after 
the manner of apothecaries * ? ſtateſmen + ?——or 
waſherwomen ? | 

——P'm not ſure, replied my father, — but they tell 
us, brother Toby, he's the better for it.—Provided, 
ſaid Yorick, you travel him into Egypt.—Of that, an- 
ſwered my father, he will have the advantage, when he 
ſees the Pyramids.— 

Now every word of this, quoth my uncle Toby, is 
Arabic to me.—I wiſh, ſaid Yorick, *twas ſo—to half 
the world. 

—[lus F, continued my father, circumciſed his whole 
army one morning.—-Not without a court-martial ? 
cried my uncle Toby. Though the learned, continued 
he, taking no notice of my uncle Toby's remark, but 
turning to Yorick,—are greatly divided {till who Ilus 
was ;—ſome ſay Saturn ;—ſome the Supreme Being 5— 
others, no more than a brigadier-general under Pharaoh- 
neco.—Let him be who he will, ſaid my uncle Toby, I 
know not by what article of war he could juſtify it. 

The controvertiſts, anſwered my father, aſſign two- 
and-twenty different reaſons tor it :——others, indeed, 
who have drawn their pens on the oppoſite fide of the 
queſtion, have ſhewn the world the futility of the greateſt 
part of them. But then again, our beſt polemic di- 
Vines I with there was not a polemic divine, faid 
Yorick, in the kingdom ;—one ounce of practical divi- 
nity is worth a painted ſhip-load of all their reverences 
have imported theſe fitty years. Pray, Mr. Yorick, 

| quoth 
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quoth my uncle Toby,—do tell me what a polemic di- 
vine is.— The belt deſcription, Captain Shandy, I have 
ever read, is of a couple of 'em, replied Yorick, in the 
account of the battle tought ſingle hands betwixt Gym- 
naſt and Captain Tripet; which I have in my pocket, 
I beg I may hear it, quoth my uncle Toby, ear- 
neſtly. Vou ſhall, ſaid Yorick——And as the corporal 
is waiting for me at the door, —and I kit the deſcrip- 
tion of a battle will do the poor fellow more good than 
his ſupper I beg, brother, you'll give him leave to 
come in. With all my ſoul, ſays my father. — Trim 
came in, erect and happy as an emperor; and having 
ſhut the door, Yorick took a book from his right hand 
3 and read, or pretended to read, as fol- 
o: 


CH AP. XXIX. 

Which words being heard by all the ſoldiers 
ce which were there, divers of them being inwardly ter- 
cc rified, did ſhrink back and make room for the aſſail- 
& ant: all this did Gymnaſt very well remark and con- 
ce ſider; and therefore, making as if he would have 
cc alighted from off his horſe, as he was poiſing himſelf 
cc on the mounting- ſide, he moſt nimbly (with his ſhort 
c {word by his thigh) ſhifting his feet in the ſtirrup, and 
ce performing the ſtirrup- leather feat, whereby, after the 
c jnclining his body downwards, he forthwith launched 
c himſelf aloft into the air, and placed both his feet to- 
& gether upon the ſaddle, ſtanding upright, with his 
cc back turned towards his horſe's head. Now (ſaid 
& he) my caſe goes forward. Then ſuddenly in the 
& ſame poſture wherein he was, he fetched a gambol 
t upon one foot, and turning to the left hand, failed not 
ce to carry his body perfectly round, juſt into his for- 
© mer poſition, without miſting one jot Ha ! faid 
& Tripet, I will not do that at this time, and not 
cc without cauſe. Well, faid Gymnaſt, I have failed, 
6 ——] will undo this leap; then with a marvellous 


ce ſtrength and agility, turning towards the right hand, 
& he fetched another friſking gambol as before; which 
: 40 done, 
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te done, he ſet his right-hand thumb upon the bow of 
& the ſaddle, raiſed himſelf up, and ſprung into the air, 
« poiſing and upholding his whole weight upon the 
6 muſcle and nerve of the ſaid thumb, and ſo turned 
« and whirled himſelf about three times: at the fourth, 
« reverſing his body, and overturning it upſide-down, 
ce and foreſide back, without touching any thing, he 
e brought himſelf betwixt the horſe's two ears, and 
« then giving himſelf a jerking ſwing, he ſeated himſelf 
c upon the crupper, ——** 

(This can't be fighting, ſaid my uncle Toby.—The 
corporal ſhook his head at it. Have patience, 1aid 
Yorick). 1 | 

“Then (Tripet) paſs'd his right leg over his ſaddle, 
ce and placed himſelf ex croup. But, ſaid he, *twere 
&« better for me to get into the ſaddle; then putting the 
t thumbs of both hands upon the crupper before him, 
c and thereupon leaning himſelf, as upon the only ſup- 
& porters of his body, he incontinently turned heels over 
& head in the air, and ſtraight found himſelf between 
ce the bow of the ſaddle in a tolerable ſeat ; then ſpring- 
ce ing into the air with a ſummerſet, he turned him 
% about like a wind-mill, and made above a hundred 
6, friſks, turns, and demi-pommadas.“ Good God! 
cried Trim, loſing all patience, —one home-thruſt of a 
bayonet is worth it all. I think ſo too, replied Vo- 
rick. 


I am of a contrary opinion, quoth my father, 


CHAP, XxX: 


No, — I think I have advanced nothing, replied my 
father, making anſwer to a queſtion which Yorick had 
taken the liberty to put to him, — I have advanced no- 
thing in the Triſtra- pædia, but what is as clear as any 
one propoſition in Euclid. Reach me, Trim, that 
book from off the ſcrutoir: it has oft- times been in 
my mind, continued my father, to have read it over both 
to you, Yorick, and to my brother Toby, and I think 
it a little unfrlendly in myſelf, in not having done it 
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long ago: ſhall we have a ſhort chapter or two now,— 
and a chapter or two hereafter, as occaſions ſerve; and 
o on, till we get through the whole? My uncle Toby 
and Yorick made the obeiſance which was proper; and 
the corporal, though he was not included in the com- 

liment, laid his hand upon his breaſt, and made his 
bow at the ſame time.—The company ſmiled. Trim, 
quoth my father, has paid the full price for ſtaying out 
the entertainment. — He did not ſeem to reliſh the play, 
replied Yorick. "Twas a Tomfool-battle, an' pleaſe 


your reverence, of Captain Tripet's and that other offi- 


cer, making ſo many ſummerſets as they advanced; 
the French come on capering now and then in that way, 
but not quite ſo much. 

My uncle Toby never felt the conſciouſneſs of his ex- 
iſtence with more complacency than what the corporal's, 
and his own reflections, made him do at that moment; 
—he lighted his pipe, —Yorick drew his chair cloſer to 
the table, Trim ſnuff'd the candle,—my father ſtirred 
up the fire,—took up the book,—cough'd twice, and 
began. 

| HAP. I. 
TH firſt thirty pages, ſaid my father, turning over 

the leaves, are a little dry; and as they are not 
cloſely connected with the ſubject, 
we'll paſs them by: tis a prefatory introduction, con- 
tinued my father, or an introductory preface, (for I am 
not determined which name to give it), upon political 
or civil government; the foundation of which being laid 
in the firſt conjunction betwixt male and female, for 
procreation of the ſpecies I was inſenſibly led into 
it, — T was natural, ſaid Yorick. 

The original of ſociety, continued my father, I'm ſa- 
tisfied, is what Politien tells us, 7. e. merely conjugal ; 
and nothing more than the getting together of one man 
and one woman ; to which (according to Heſiod) 
the philoſopher adds a ſervant :—but ſuppoſing in the 
firſt beginning there were no men-ſervants born——he 


lays the foundation of it, in a man, —a woman—and a 
| bull.— 


for the preſent 
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bull.—T believe it is an ox, quoth Yorick, quoting the 
paſſage (ol {atv Tewri'n, yung Te, Poo T' agoThga), . 
A bull might have given more trouble than his head 
was worth—But there is a better reaſon ſtill, ſaid my 
father, (dipping his pen into his ink,) for the ox being 
the moſt patient of animals, and the moſt uſeful withal 
in tilling the ground for their nouriſhment, —was the 
propereſt inſtrument, and emblem too, for the new-joined 
couple, that the creation could have aſſociated with 
them.—And there is a ſtronger reaſon, added my uncle 
Toby, than them all, for the ox. My father had not 
power to take his pen out of his ink-horn, till he had 
heard my uncle Toby's reaſon. For when the ground 
was tilled, ſaid my uncle Toby, and made worth inclo- 
ſing, then they began to ſecure it by walls and ditches, 
which was the origin of fortification. True, true, 
dear Toby, cried my father, ſtriking out the bull, and 
putting the ox in his place. 

My father gave Trim a nod to ſnuff the candle, and 
reſumed his diſcourſe. | 
I enter upon this ſpeculation, ſaid my father 
careleſsly, and half ſhutting the book, as he went on, 
merely to ſhew the foundation of the natural relation 
between a father and his child; the right and juriſdiction 
over whom he acquires theſe ſeveral ways 

1ſt, By marriage. | | 

2d, By adoption. 

3d, By legitimation. | | 

And 4th, By procreation: all which I conſider in their 
arr. - 

J lay a flight ſtreſs upon one of them; replied Yorick 
—the act, —eſpecially where it ends there, in my opi- 
nion, lays as little obligation upon the child, as it con- 
veys power to the father.—You are wrong, —ſaid my 
father argutely, and for this plain reſon ®. 
* K „ „ „ + „ „ * * „ * * * * ** 


I own, added my father, that the offspring, upon this 
account, is not ſo under the power and juriſdiction of 


the mother. 


But the reaſon, replied Yorick, equally 
$ holds 


— 
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holds good for her._—She is under authority herſelf, 
faid my father :—and beſides, continued my father, nod- 
ding his head, and laying his finger upon the fide 1is 
noſe, as he aſſigned his reaſon— e is not the principal 
agent, Vorick. 
ſtopping his pipe. Though by all means, added my 
father (not attending to my uncle Toby) „ The ſor 


ought to pay her reſpect, as you may read, Vorick, at 


large, in the firſt book of the Inſtitutes of Juſtinian, at 
the eleventh title and the tenth ſection. I can read it 
as well, replied Vorick, in the Catechiſm. 


HA 


PAM can repeat every letter of it by heart, quoth my 


uncle Toby. ——Pugh ! ſaid my father, not caring 
to be interrupted with Trim's ſaying his catechiſm.— 
He can, upon my honour, replied my uncle Toby. Aik 
him, Mr. Yorick, any queſtion you pleale. 

The fifth Commandment, Trim, —ſaid Y orick, ſpeak- 
ing mildly, and with a gentle nod, as to a modeſt Cate- 
chumen. The corporal ſtood filent.—You don't aſł him 
right, ſaid my uncle Toby, raiſing his voice, and giving 
it rapidly, like the word of command The fifth. 
eried my uncle Toby. — I muſt begin with the firſt, an' 
pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal. 

Lorick could not forbear finiling.—Your reverence 

does not conſider, {aid the corporal, ſhouldering his ſtick 
like a muſket, and marching into the middle of the room, 
to illuſtrate his poſition, —that 'tis exactly the {ame thing 
as doing one's exerciſe in the field. 

& FJoin your right hand to your firelock,”” cried the 
corporal, giving the word of command, and pertorming 
the motion. — 

& Poiſe your fireloch, cried the corporal, doing the 
duty ſtill & both adjutant and private man.— 

% Re, your firelock;**—one motion, an' pleaſe your 
reverence, you ſee, leads into another.—If his honour 
will but begin with the jfirſi— 5 

Tux 


In what? quoth my uncle Toby, 


Talmud itfelf. - | 
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THE FiRsT—cried my uncle Toby, ſetting his hand 
upon his "fide—_* * © „% „% #* # 
XR * 

THE SECOND—cried my uncle Toby, waving his 
tobacco-pipe as he would have done his ſword at the 
head of a regiment.— The corporal went through his 
manual with exactneſs; and having honoured his father 
and mother, made a low bow, and tell back to the fide 
of the room. | | 

Every thing in this world, ſaid my father, is big with 
jeſt, and has wit in it, and inſtruction too, —if we can 
but find it out. | | 

— Here is the ſcaffold work of INSTRUCTION, its 
true point of folly, without the BUILDING behind it.— 

lere is the glaſs for pedagogues, preceptors, tutors, 
governors, gerund-grinders, and bear-leaders to view 
themſelves in, in their true dimenſions.— 

Oh! there is a huſk and ſhell, Yorick, which grows up 
with learning, which their unikilfulneſs knows not how 
to fling away! 

———SCIENCES MAY BE LEARNED BY ROTE, BUT 
W15DOM Nor. | | 

Yorick thought my father inſpired. ——I will enter 
into obligations this moment, ſaid my father, to lay 
out all my aunt Dinah's legacy in charitable uſes (of 
which, by-the-bye, my father had no high opinion) if 
the corporal has any one determinate idea annexed to any 
one word he has repeated. —Prythee, Trim, quoth 
my father, turning round to him,—what do'ſt thou 
mean, by honouring thy father and mother?“ 

Allowing them, an' pleaſe your honour, three half- 
pence a day out of my pay, when they grew old. 
And didſt thou do that, Trim? ſaid Yorick.—He did 
indeed, replied my uncle Toby.—Then, Trim, ſaid 
Yorick, ſpringing out of his chair, and taking the cor- 
poral by the hand, thou art the beſt commentator upon 
that part of the Decalogue and I honour the more for it, 
Corporal Trim, than if thou hadft had a hand in the 


CHAP. 


* 
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CH AP. I. 


Bleſſed health! cried my father, making an excla- 
— mation, as he turned over the leaves to the next 
chapter, thou art above all gold and treaſure; tis 
thou who enlargeſt the ſoul, —and openeſt all its powers 
to receive inſtruction and to reliſh virtue. He that has 
thee, has little more to wiſh for; and he that is fo 
3 as to want thee, wants every thing with 
thee. 

I have concentrated all that can be ſaid upon this im- 
portant head, ſaid my father, into a very little room; 
therefore we'll read the chapter quite thro”. 

My father read as follows: | 

The whole ſecret of health depending upon the due 
ce contention for maſtery betwixt the radical heat and 
ce the radical moiſture.” —You have proved that matter 
of fact, I ſuppoſe, above, ſaid Yorick. Sufficiently, 
replied my father. 8 

In ſaying this my father ſhut the book, —not as if he 
reſolved to read no more of it, for he kept his forefinger 
in the chapter nor pettiſhly, for he ſhut the book 
flowly; his thumb reſting, when he had done it, upon 
the upper ſide of the cover, as his three fingers ſupported 
the lower fide of it, without the leaſt compreſſive vio- 
lence. | 
I have demonſtrated the truth of that point, quoth my 
father, nodding to Vorick, moſt ſufficiently in the pre- 
ceding chapter. : | | | 

Now could the man in the moon be told, that a man 
in the earth had wrote a chapter, ſufficiently demonſtrat- 
ing, That the ſecret of all health depended upon the due 


contention for maſtery betwixt the radical heat and the 


radical moiſture, — and that he had managed the point 
o well, that there was not one ſingle word wet or dry 
upon radical heat or radical moiſture, throughout the 
whole chapter, ——or a ſingle ſyllable in it, pro or con, 
directly or indirectly, upon the contention betwixt thele 
two powers in any part of the animal coeconomy 


O O thou 
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& O thou eternal maker of all beings !” he would 
cry, ſtriking his breaſt with his right hand (in caſe he 
had one), —*© Thou, whole power and goodneſs can 
&« enlarge the faculties of thy creatures to this infinite 
« degree of excellence and perfection, — What have we 
% MOONITES done?“ 


F 
WITH two ſtrokes, the one at Hippocrates, the 


other at Lord Verulam, did my father atchieve it. 

The ſtroke at the prince of phyſicians, with which he 
began, was no more than a ſhort inſult upon his ſorrow- 
ful complaint of the Ars longa, and Vita brevis, — 
Life ſhort, cried my father. and the art of healing 
tedious! And who are we to thank for both the one and 
the other, but the ignorance of quacks themſelves, and 
the ſtage-loads of chymical noſtrums, and peripatetic | 
lumber, with which, in all ages, they have flattered 
the world, and at laſt deceived it. 

—O, my Lord Verulam! cried my father, turning 
from Hippocrates, and making his {ſecond ſtroke at him, 
as the principal of noſtrum-mongers, and the fitteſt to be 
made an example of to the reſt, What ſhail I ſay to 
thee, my great Lord Verulam ? What ſhall I ſay to thy 
internal ſpirit, thy opium, —thy ſaltpetre, — thy greaiy 
unctions,— thy daily purges,— thy nightly gliſters, and 
ſuccedaneums? 

My father was never at a loſs what to ſay to any 
man upon any ſubject; and had the leaſt occnſion for the 
exordium of any man breathing: how he dealt with his 
lordſhip's opinion, ——you ſhall ſee; but when I 
know not: we mult firſt ſee what his lordſhip's opinion 
Was. 


HAF. . 
« FPHE two great cauies which conſpire with each 
"* other to ſhorten life, ſays Lord Verulam, are fir. 
% The internal ſpirit, which, like a gentle ilame, 
te waſtes the body dowa to death: And ſecondly, the 
te external air, that parches the body up to aihes :— 
| & which 
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© which two enemies attacking us on both ſides of our 
&« bodies together, at length deſtroy our organs, and 
4 render them unfit to carry on the functions of life.“ 

This being the ſtate of the caſe, the road to Longe- 
vity was plain; nothing more being required, ſays his 
lordſhip, but to repair the waſte committed by the inter- 
nal ſpirit, by making the ſubſtance of it more thick and 
denſe, by a regular courſe of opiates on one fide, and 
by refrigerating the heat of it on the other, by three 
grains and a half of ſaltpetre every morning before you 

et up. 
a Still this frame of ours was left expoſed to the inimical 
aſſaults of the air without; but this was fenced off again 
by a courſe of greaſy unctions, which fo fully ſaturated 
the pores of the ſkin, that no ſpicula could enter ;—nor 
could any one get out.— This put a ſtop to all perſpira- 
tion, ſenſible and inſenſible, which being the cauſe of ſo 
many ſcurvy diſtempers——a courſe of gliſters was re- 

uiſite to carry off redundant humours,—and render the 
Item complete. 

What my father had to ſay to my lord of Verulam's 
opiates, his ſaltpetre, and greaſy unctions and gliſters, 
you ſhall read, - but not to-day—or to-morrow : time 
preſſes upon me, my reader is impatient—I muſt get 
torwards—Y ou ſhall read the chapter at your leiſure (if 
= —— it) as ſoon as ever the Triſtra-pædia is pub- 

iſhed.— 

Sufficeth it at preſent to ſay, my father levelled the 
hypothefis with the ground, and in doing that, the 

learned know, he built up and eſtabliſhed his own.—— 


| C HAP. XXXVI. 


THE whole ſecret of health, ſaid my father, beginning 
= the ſentence again, depending evidently upon the due 
contention betwixt the radical heat and radical moiſture 
within us ;—the leaſt imaginable ſkill had been ſufficient 
to have maintained it, had not the ſchoolmen confounded 
the taſk, merely (as Van Helmont, the famous chymiſt, 
has proved) by all along miſtaking the radical moiſture 
for the tallow and fat of animal bodies, 1 

1 . da 
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Now the radical moiſture 1s not the tallow or fat of 
animals, but an oily and balſamous tubſtance : for the 
fat and tallow, as alſo the phlegm or watery parts, are 
cold; whereas the oily and balſamous parts are of a lively 
heat and ſpirit, which accounts tor the obſervation of 
Ariſtotle, «+ Quod omne animal poſt coitum eſt triſte. 

Now it is certain, that the radical heat lives in the ra- 
dical moiſture, but whether vice *werſ@ is a doubt: 
however, when the one decays, the other decays alſo; 
and then 1s produced, either an unnatural heat, which 
cauſes an unnatural dryneſs or an unnatura] moiſture, 
which cauſes druphes.—So that if a child, as he grows 
up, can be taught to avoid running into fire or water, as 
either of em threaten his deſtruction, —'twill be all that 
is needful to be done upon that head. 


CHAP. XXXVIIL 
PHE deſcription of the ſiege of Jericho itſelf, could not 


have engaged the attention of my uncle Toby more 
powerfully than the laſt chapter ;—his eyes were fixed 
upon my father throughout it; he never mentioned ra- 
dical heat and radical moiſture, but my uncle Toby took 
his pipe out of his mouth, and ſhook his head; and as ſoon 
as the chapter wasfiniſhed, he beckoned to the corporal to 
come cloſe to his chair, to aſk him the following queſtion, 
aſide * * @ %* [It was 
at the ſiege of Limerick, an' pleaſe your honour, replied 
the corporal, making a bow. 

The poor fellow and I, quoth my uncle Toby, ad- 
dreſſing himſelf to my father, were ſcarce able to crawl 
out of our tents, at the time the ſiege of Limerick was 
raiſed, upon the very account you mention. Now what 
can have got into that precious noddle of thine, my dear 
brother Toby? cried my father, mentally.— By Heaven! 
continued he, communing ſtill with himſelf, it would 
puzzle an Oedipus to bring it in point.— 

I believe, an' pleaſe your honour, quoth the corporal, 
that if it had not been for the quantity of brandy we ſet 
fire to every night, and the claret aud cinnamon with 
 YoL, IV. 24 F which 
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which IT plyed your honour off; and the geneva, V 
Trim, added my uncle Toby, which did us more good pau 
than all—I verily believe, continued the corporal, we WW the 
had both, an' pleaſe your honour, left our lives in the Iv 
trenches, and been buried in them too. ed t 
The nobleſt grave, corporal! cried my uncle Yor 
Toby, his eyes ſparkling as he ſpoke, that a ſoldier IM fort 
could wiſh to lie down in. But a pitiful death for him! ¶ and 
an' pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal. alke 

All this was as much Arabick to my father, as the MW You 
Tites of the Colchi and Troglodites had been before to hon, 
my uncle Toby; my father could not determine whether ¶ radi 
he was to frown or imile.— V 

My uncle Toby, turning to Yorick, reſumed the caſe W mer 
at Limerick more intelligibly than he had begun it,— Tol 


and ſo ſettled the point for my father at once, unc 
ſlav 

C HAP. XXXVIIL, 8 

is 


IT was undoubtedly, ſaid my uncle Toby, a great hap- W ſpli. 
pineſs for myſelf and the corporal, that we had all I oro 
along a burning fever, attended with a moſt raging thirit W tout 
during the whole five-and-twenty days the flux was upon his 
us in the camp; otherwiſe, what my brother calls the MW his 
radical moiſture, muſt, as I conceive it, inevitably have 
got the better. My father drew in his lungs top full of 
air, and looking up, blew it forth again, as ſlowly as he U 
poſſibly could.— 1 1 
It was heaven's mercy to us, continued my uncle cor] 
Toby, which put it into the corporal's head to maintain MW con 
that due contention betwixt the radical heat andthe radi- S 
cal moiſture, by reinforcing the fever, as he did all along, for 
with hot wine and ſpices; whereby the corporal kept up den 
(as it were) a continual firing, ſo that the radical heat MW ma 
ſtood its ground from the beginning to the end, and was I 
_ a fair match for the moiſture, terrible as it was.—Upon WW the 
my honour, added my uncle Toby, you might have heard mo 
the contention within our bodies, brother Shandy, twenty W gov 
tones. If there was no firing, faid Yorick, 
FL. | Well 
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Well—ſfaid my father, with a full aſpiration, and 
pauſing a while after the word Was I a judge, and 
the laws of the country which made me one permitted it, 
I would condemn ſome of the worſt malefactors, provid- 
ed they had had their clergy — 
Vorick foreſeeing the ſentence was likely to end with no 
ſort of mercy, laid his hand upon my father's breaſt, 
and begged he would reſpite it a few minutes, till he 
aſked the corporal a queſtion. —Prithee, Trim, ſaid 
Yorick,—without ſtaying for my father's leave,—tellus 
honeſtly—what is thy opinion concerning this ſelf-ſame 
radical heat and radical moiſture ? 

With humble ſubmiſſion to his honour's better judg- 
ment, quoth the corporal, making a bow to my uncle 
Toby Speak thy opinion freely, corporal, ſaid my 
uncle Toby.—The poor fellow is my ſervant, —not my 
lave added my uncle Toby, turning tomy father. 

The corporal put his hat under his left arm, and with 
his ſtick hanging upon the wriſt of it, by a black thong 
ſplit into a taſſel about the knot, he marched up to the 
ground where he had performed his catechiſm; then 
touching his under jaw with the thumb and fingers of 
his right hand before he opened his mouth, —he delivered 
his notion thus. 


| C HAP. XXXIX. 


UST as the corporal was humming to begin—in wad- 

dled Dr. Slop.— Tis not two-pence matter——the 

corporal ſhall go on in the next chapter, let who will 
come in.— 

Well, my good Doctor, cried my father ſportively, 
for the tranſitions of his paſſions were unaccountably ſud- 
den, —and what has this whelp of mine to ſay to the 
matter? HY 

Had my father been aſking after the amputation of 
the tail of a puppy-dog—he could not have done it in a 
more careleſs air. The ſyſtem which Dr. Slop had laid 
down, to treat the accident by, no way allowed of ſuch 
à mode of as” ſat down. 

2 


—— 


Pray, 
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Pray, Sir, quoth my uncle Toby, in a manner which 
could not go unanſwered, in what condition is the 
boy ?— Twill end in a phimoſis, replied Dr. Slop. 

I am no wiler than I was, quoth my uncle Toby,— 
returning his pipe into his mouth. Then let the corpo- 
ral go on, ſaid my father, with his medical lecture. 
The corporal made a bow to his old friend, Dr. Slop, 
and then delivered his opinion concerning radical heat, 
and radical moiſture, in the following words. 


CHAP. XL. 


PHE city of Limerick, the ſiege of which was begun 
under his majefty king William himſelf, the year 

after I went into the army—lies, an' pleaſe your ho- 
nours,—in the middle of a deviliſh wet, ſwampy country, 
— Tis quite ſurrounded, ſaid my uncle Toby, with 
the Shannon, and is, by its ſituation, one of the ſtrongeſt 
fortified places in Ireland. 

I think this is a new faſhion, quoth Dr. Slop, of 
beginning a medical lecture.—*Tis all true, anſwered 
Trim.—Then I wiſh the faculty would follow the cut 
of it, ſaid Vorick.— Tis all cut through, an' pleaſe 
your reverence, ſaid the corporal, with drains and bogs; 
and beſides, there was ſuch a quantity of rain fell dur- 
ing the ſiege, the whole country was like a puddle. — 
Twas that, and nothing elſe, which brought on the 
flux, and which had like to have killed both his honour 
and myſelf. Now there was no ſuch thing, after the 
firſt ten days, continued the corporal, for a ſoldier to 
lie dry in his tent, without cutting a ditch round it, to 
draw off the water: — nor was that enough, tor thoſe 
who could atford it, as his honour could, without ſet- 
ting fire every night to a pewter diſh tull of brandy, 
which took off the damp of the air, and made the in- 
fide of the tent as warm as a ſtove. — 

And what concluſion doſt thou draw, Corporal Trim, 
cried my father, from all theſe premiſes ? 

J inter, an' pleaſe your worſhip, replied Trim, that 
the radical moiſture is nothing in the world but ditch- 

| | water 
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water—and that the radical heat, of thoſe who can go 
to the expence of it, is burnt brandy The radical heat 
and moiſture of a private man, an' pleaſe your honours, 
is nothing but ditch-water—and a dram of geneva— 
and give us but enough of it, with a pipe of tobacco, 
to give us ſpirits, and drive away the vapours—we 
know not what it is to fear death. 

I am at a loſs, Captain Shandy, quoth Doctor Slop, 
to determine in which branch of learning your ſervant 
ſhines moſt, whether in phyſiology or divinity.—Slop 
had not forgot Trim's comment upon the ſermon,—— 

It is but an hour ago, replied Yorick, ſince the cor- 
poral was examined in the latter, and paſs'd muſter with 
great honour, | 

The radical heat and moiſture, quoth Doctor Slop, 
turning to my father, you muſt know, is the baſis and 
foundation of our being, —as the root of a tree is the 
ſource and principle of its vegetation.—It is inherent 
in the ſeeds of all animals, and may be preſerved ſun- 


dry ways, but principally in my opinion by conſubſtan- 


tials, impriments, and occludents.— Now this poor fel- 
low, continued Dr. Slop, pointing to the corporal,.— 
has had the misfortune to have heard ſome ſuperficial 
empiric diſcourſe upon this nice point.— That he has, 
ſaid my father. Very likely, ſaid my uncle. I'm ſure 
of it-—quoth Yorick. 5 


„ $3. 


Docrox Slop being called out to look at a cataplaſn 


he had ordered, it gave my father an opportunity 
of going on with another chapter in the Triſtra-pædia. 
Come! cheer up, my lads; I'll ſhew you land 
for when we have tugged through that chapter, — the 
boak ſhall not be opened again this twelvemonth.— 


Huzzal—— 
SOPs HK. AER. | 
on JPA years with a bib under his chin; 
Four years in travelling from. Chriſt-croſs- 
row to Malachi; 
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A year and a half in learning to write his own name; 

Seven long years and more rumlu- ing it, at Greek 
and Latin; 

Four years at his probations and his negations—the 
fine ſtatue ſtill lying in the middle of the marble block, 
—and nothing done, but his tools ſharpened to hew it 
out!—'Tis a piteous delay - Was not the great. Julius 
Scaliger within an ace of never getting his tools tharpened 
at all?—PForty-tour years old was he before he could 
manage his Greek :—and Peter Damianus, lord Biſhop 
of Oltia, as all the world knows, could not ſo much 


as read when he was of man's eſtate.— And Baldus 


himſelf, as eminent as he turned out after, entered 
upon the law fo late in lite, that every body imagined 
he intended to be an advocate in the other world. No 
wonder, when Eudamidas, the fon of Archidamus, 
heard Xenocrates at ſeventy- five diſputing about wiſ- 
dom, that he aſked gravely, „If the old man be yet 
diſputing and enquiring concerning wiſdom,—what time 
will he have to make ule of it!?“ | 

Yorick liſtened to my father with great attention; 
there was a ſeaſoning of wiſdom unaccountably mixed 
up with his ſtrangeſt whims, and he had ſometimes ſuch 
illuminations in the darkeſt of his eclipſes, as almoſt 
atoned for them: — Be wary, Sir, when you imitate him, 

TIT am convinced, Yorick, continued my father, half 
reading and half diſcourſing, that there is a north-weſt 


paſſage to the intellectual world; and that the foul of 


man has ſhorter ways of going to work, in furniſhing 
itſelf with knowledge and inſtruction, than we generally 
take with it.—But alack! all fields have not a river or a 
ſpring running beſide them;—every child, Yorick, has 
not a parent to point it out. | 
The whole entirely depends, added my father, in 
a low voice, upon the auxiliary verbs, Mr. Yorick. 
Had Yorick trod upon Virgil's ſnake, he could not 
have looked more furpriſed.— I am ſurpriſed too, cried 
my father, obſerving it;—and I reckon it as one of the 


_ greateſt calamities which ever beiel the republic of _ 
| That 
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That thoſe who have been entruſted with the education 


of our children, and whoſe buſineſs it was to open their 
minds, and ſtock them early with ideas, in order to ſet 
the imagination looſe upon them, have made ſo little uſe 
of the auxiliary verbs in doing it, as they have done 
So that, except Raymond Lullius, and the elder Pelagrini, 
the laſt of whom arrived to ſuch perfection in the ule of 
'em, with his topics, that in a jew leſſons he could teach 
a young gentleman to diſcourle with plauſibility upon 
any ſubject, pro and con, and to ſay and write all that 
could be ſpoken or written concerning it, without blot- 
ting a word, to the admiration of all who beheld him.— 
I ſhould be glad, ſaid Yorick, interrupting my tather, 
to be made to comprehend this matter. You ſhall, ſaid 
my father. 

The higheſt ttretch of improvement a ſingle word is ca- 
pable oi is a high metaphor,—tor which, in my opinion, 
the idea is generally the worſe, and not the better ;—but 
be that as it may, — when the mind has done that, with 
it—there is an end,—the mind and the idea are at reſt 
—until a ſecond idea enters;—and fo on. 

Now the uſe of the Auxiliaries is, at once to ſet the 
ſoul a going by herſclf upon the materials as they are 
brought her; and by the veriability of this great eng ine, 
round which they are twiſted, to open new tracks of en- 
quiry, and make every idea engender millions. 

You excite my curiolity greatly, ſaid Yorick. 

For my own part, quoth my uncle 'Toby, I have given 
it up.— The Danes, an' pleaſe your honour, quoth the 
corporal, who were on the left at the ſiege oft Limerick, 
were all auxiliaries.—And very good ones, ſaid my un- 
cle Toby.—And your honour roul'd with them, cap- 
tains with captains. Very well, faid the corporal.— 
But the auxiliaries my brother is talking about, anſwer- 
ed my uncle Toby, I conceive to be different things,— 


ou do? faid my father, riſing up. _ 
CHAP. 
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c HAN. At. 


M* father took a ſingle turn acroſs the room, then ſat 
down and finiſhed che chapter. | 

The verbs auxiliary we are concerned in here, con- 
tinued my father, are am; was; have; had; do; did; 
make; made; ſuffer; ſhall; ſhould; will; would; can; 
could; owe; ought; uſed; or, is wont. And theſe va- 
ried with tenſes, preſent, paſt, future, conjugated with 
the verb ſee, —or with theſe queſtions added to them; — 
Is it? Was it? Will it be? Would it be? May it be? 
Might it be? And theſe again put negatively, Is it not? 
Was it not? Ought it not? — Or affirmatively,—It is; 
It was; It ought to be. Or chronologically Has it 
been always? Lately? How long ago? Or hypotheti- 
cally,—If it was; If it was not. What would follow? 
If the French ſhould beat the Engliſh? If the ſun go 
out of the Zodiac? | | 

Now, by the right uſe and application of theſe, con- 
tinued my father, in which a child's memory ſhould be 
exerciſed, there is no one idea can enter his brain, how 
barren ſoever, but a magazine of conceptions and con- 
cluſions may be drawn forth from it. Did'ſt thou ever 
fee a white bear? cried my father, turning his head 
round to Trim, who ſtood at the back of his chair.— 
No, an' pleaſe your honour, replied the corporal. —— 
But thou could'ſt diicourſe about one, Trim, ſaid my 
father, in caſe of need? How is it poſſible, brother, 
quoth my uncle Toby, if the corporal never ſaw one? 
——Tis the fact I want, replied my father, —and the 
poſſibility of it, as follows: 

A white bear! Very well. Have I ever ſeen one? 
Might I ever have ſeen one? Am I ever to ſee one? 
Ought I ever to have jeen one? Or can I ever ſee one? 

Would I had {een a white bear! (for how can I ima- 
gine it?) . 

It T ſhould fee a white bear, what ſhould I ſay? If I 
ſhould never fee a white bear, what then? 


It 
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If I never have, can, muſt, or ſhall ſee a white bear 
alive; have I ever ſeen the ſkin of one? Did I ever ſee 
one painted ?——deſcribed? Have I never dreamed of 
one ? | 

Did my father, mother, uncle, aunt, brothers or ſiſ- 
ters, ever ſee a white bear? What would they give? 


How would they behave? How would the white bear 


have behaved? Is he Wild? Tame? Terrible? Rough: 
Smooth ? 
Is the white bear worth ſeeing 
Als there no fin in it? 
Als it better than a black one? 


C-H-A.P.:; UN. 


WII not ſtop two moments, my dear Sir, 

only as we have got through theſe five vo- 
lumes*, (do, Sir, fit down upon a feat they are 
better than nothing) let us juſt look back upon the coun- 
try we have paſs'd through. 

What a wilderneſs has it been! and what a mercy 
that we have not both of us been loit or devoured by 
wild beaſts in it! | 

Did you think the world itſelf, Sir, had contained 
ſuch a number of Jack Aſſes? How they viewed and 
reviewed us as we paſſed over the rivulet at the bottom 
of that little valley! and when we climbed over that 
hill, and were juſt getting out of ſight——good God! 
what a braying did they all ſet up together! 

——Prithee, ſhepherd! who keeps all thoſe Jack 
A | 


Heaven be their comforter What! are they never 


curried? Are they never taken in in winter — Bray, 
bray, bray. Bray on, —the world is deeply your 
debtor; louder ſtill that's nothing; in good 


ſooth, you are ill; uſed: Was Ia Jack Als, I iolemnſy 


declare, I would bray in G- ſol-re-ut from morning 
even unto night. E 


* In the former editions the ſixth volume began with 


this chapter, 
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| C HA PP. KEY, 
WIEN my father had danced his white bear back. 


wards and forwards through half a dozen pages, 
he cloſed the book for good an' all, and in a kind of 
triumph re- delivered it into Trim's hand, with a nod to 
lay it upon the ſerutoĩre where he found it. Triſtram, 
ſaid he, ſhall be made to conjugate every word in the 
dictionary, backwards and forwards the ſame way :— 
every word, Yorick, by this means, you ſee, 1s con- 
verted into a theſis or an hypotheſis ;——every theſis and 
hypotheſis have an offspring of propoſitions z—and each 
propoſition has its own conſequences and concluſions 
every one of which leads the mind on again, into freſh 
tracts of enquiries and doubtings. The force of this 
engine, added my father, is incredible, in opening a child's 
head. "Tis enough, brother Shandy, cried my uncle 
Toby, to burſt it into a thouſand ſplinters.— 

I preſume, ſaid Yorick, ſmiling,—it muſt be owing 
to this, — (for let logicians ſay what they will, it is not 
to be accounted tor ſufficiently from the bare uſe of the 
ten predicaments)—' That the famous Vincent Quirino, 
amongſt the many other aſtoniſhing feats of his child- 
hood, of which the Cardinal Bembo has given the world 
ſo exact a ſtory, —thould be able to paſte up in the pub- 
lic ſchools of Rome, fo early as in the eighth year of 
his age, no leſs than four thouſand five hundred and ſixty 
different theſes, upon the moſt abſtruſe points of the moſt 
abſtruſe theology and to defend and maintain them in 
ſuch ſort, as to cramp and dumbfound his opponents.— 


What is that, cried my father, to what is told us of 
Alphonſo Toſtatus, who, almoſt in his nurie's arms, 


learned all the ſciences and liberal arts without being 
taught any one of them?—What ſhall we ſay of the 
great Piereſkius ? That's the very man, cried my un- 
cle Toby, I once told you of, brother Shandy, who 
walked a matter of five hundred miles, reckoning from 
Paris to Schevling, and from Schevling back again,— 
merely to ſee Steyinus's flying chariot.— He was a very 
great 
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great man, added my uncle Toby (meaning Stevinus.) 
He was ſo, brother Toby, {aid my father (meaning 
Piereſkius,) and had multiplied his ideas ſo faſt, and 


increaſed his knowledge to ſuch a prodigious ſtock, that, 


if we may give credit to an anecdote concerning him, 
which we cannot with-hold here, without ſhaking the 
authority of all anecdotes whateyver——at ſeven years 
of age, his father committed entirely to his care the edu- 
cation of his younger brother, a boy of five years old, 
—with the ſole management of all his concerns.—Was 
the father as wiſe as the ſon? quoth my uncle Toby.— 
J ſhould think not, ſaid Vorick.— But what are theſe, 
continued my father (breaking out in a kind of enthu- 
ſiaſm) what are theſe, to thoſe prodigies of childhood 
in Grotius, Scioppius, Heinſius, Politian, Paſchal, Jo- 
ſeph Scaliger, Ferdinand de Cordouè, and others ſome 
of which left off their ſubſtantial forms at nine years old, 
or ſooner, and went on reaſoning without them ;—others 
went through their claſſics at ſeven; wrote tragedies at 
eight, —Ferdinand de Cordoue was ſo wiſe at nine 
*twas thought the devil was in him;——and at Venice 
gave ſuch proofs of his knowledge and goodneſs, that 
the monks imagined he was Antichriſt, or nothing. | 
Others were maſters of fourteen languages at ten, fini- 
ſhed the courſe of their rhetoric, poetry, logic, and 
ethics, at eleven, — put forth their commentaries upon 
Servius and Martianus Capella at twelve, —and at thir- 
teen received their degrees in philoſophy, laws, and di- 


vinity.— But 3 forget the great Lipſius, quoth Vorick, 


They 
| ſhould 
* Nous aurionsquelque interet, ſays Baillet, demontrer 
qu'il wa rien de ridicule s'il ẽtoit veritable, au moins 
dans le ſens Enigmatique que Nicius Erythrevs a tache de 


who compoſed a work“ the day he was born. 


lui donner. Cet auteur dit que pour comprendre comme 


Lipſe a pu compoſer un ouvrage le premier jour de fa vie, 
il faut s'imaginer, que ce premier jour n'eſt pas celui de 
{a naiſance charnelle, mais celui au quel 1] a commence 


d'uſer de la raiſon; il veut que Cait EE a Vage de ac 
ans; et il nous veut perſuader que ce fut en cet age, que 


Liffe fit un poeme. Le tour eſt ingenieux, &c. &c. 
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ſhould have wiped it up, ſaid my uncle Toby, and ſaid 
no more about it. 


CHAP. XLVI. 
WY HEN the cataplaſm was ready, a ſcruple of deco- 


rum had unſeaſonably roſe up in Suſannah's con- 
ſcience, about holding the candle, whillt Slop tied it on, 
Slop had not treated Suſannah's diſtemper with anodynes 
—and ſo a quarrel had enſued betwixt them. : 
Eh! oh !—ſaid Slop, caſting a glance of undue free- 
dom in Suſannah's face, as ſhe declined the office then 
I think I know you, Madam. You know me, Sir! 
cried Suſannah faſtidiouſly, and with a toſs of her head, 
levelled evidently, not at his profeſſion, but at the doctor 
himſelf, - you know me! cried Suſannah.— Doctor Slop 
clapped his finger and his thumb inſtantly upon his noſt- 
rils—Suſannah's ſpleen was ready to burit at it :—"Tis 
falſe, ſaid Suſannah.-Come, come, Mrs. Modeſty, ſald 
Slop, not a little elated with the ſucceſs of his laſt thruſt 
Elf you won't hold the candle, and look—youmay hold 
it and ſhut your eyes. — That's one of your Popiſh ſhifts, 
cried Suſannah.— Tis better, ſaid Slop, with a nod, thas 
no ſhift at all, young woman,—lI defy you, Sir, cried Su- 
lannah, pulling her ſhitt {leeve below her elbow.— 

It was almoſt impoſſible for two perſons to aſſiſt each 
other in a ſurgical caſe with a more tplenetic cordiality. 
. Slop ſnatched up the cataplaſm,—Suſannah ſnatched 
up the candle. —A little this way, ſaid Slop. Suſannah, 
looking one way, and rowing another, inſtantly tet fire to 
Slop's wig, which, being tfomewhat buſhy .and unctuous 
withal, was burnt out before it was well kindled.—Y ou 
a, ay whore | cried Slop—(tor what is paſſion but a 
wild beaſt) - you impudent whore! cried Slop, getting 
upright, with the cataplaſm in his hand—I never was 
the deſtruction of auy body's noſe, ſaid Suſannah, 
which is more than you can ſay. Is it? cried Slop, 
throwing the cataplaſm in her jace.—Yes it is, cried 
Suſannah, returning the compliment with what was left 
in the pan. — | | 
I CH AF. 


* 4 
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CRAP. xiv. 
Decron Slop and Suſannah filed croſs-bills againſt 


each other in the parlour; which done, as the cata- 
plaſm had failed, they retired into the kitchen to prepare 
a fomentat ion for me ;—and whilſt that was doing, my 
father determined the point as you will read. | 


c HAP. XLVIII. 


you ſee 'tis high time, ſaid my father, addreſſing him- 
ſelf equally to my uncle Toby and Yorick, to take 
this young creature out of theſe women's hands, and put 
him into thoſe of a private governor. Marcus Antoninus 
pang fourteen governors, all at once, to ſuperintend 
is ſon Commodus's education,—and in fix weeks he 
caſhiered five of them.—I know very well, continued 
my father, that Commodus's mother was in love with 
a gladiator at the time of her conception, which ac- 
counts for a great many of Commodus's cruelties when 
he became emperor ;—but ſtill I am of opinion, that 
thoſe five whom Antoninus diſmiſſed, did Commodus's 
temper, in that ſhort time, more hurt than the other nine 
were able to rectify all their lives long. 


Now as I conſider the perſon who is to be about my 


ſon, as the mirror in which he is to view himſelf from 
morning to night, and by which he is to adjuſt his looks, 
his carriage, and perhaps the inmoſt ſentiments of his 
heart ;—I would have one, Yorick, if poſſible, poliſhed 
at all points, fit for my child to look into. — This is very 
good ſenſe, quoth my uncle Toby to himſelf. 

— There is, continued my father, a certain mein and 
motion of the body and all its parts, both in acting and 
ſpeaking, which argue a man evell within: and I am 
not at all ſurpriſed that Gregory of Nazianzum, upon 
obſerving the haſty and untoward geſtures of Julian, 
ſhould foretel he would one day become an apoltate ;— 
or that St. Ambroſe ſhould turn his amanuenſis out of 


doors, becauſe of an indecent motion of his head, which 


went backwards and forwards like a flail or that De- 
. 8 mocritus 
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mocritus ſhould conceive Protagoras to be a ſcholar, 
from ſeeing him bind up a faggot, and thruſting, as he 
did it, the ſmall twigs inwards. — There are a thouſand 
unnoticed openings, continued my father, which let a 
penetrating eye at once into a man's ſoul: and I main- 
tain it, added he, that a man of ſenſe does not lay down 
his hat in coming into a room, or take it up in going 
out, but ſomething eſcapes, which diſcovers him. 

It is for theſe reaſons, continued my father, that the 
governor I make choice of ſhall neither liſp “, or ſquint, 
or wink, or talk loud, or look fierce, or fooliſh ;—or bite 
his lips, or grind his teeth, or ſpeak through his noſe, or 
pick it, or blow it with his fingers. — 

He ſhall neither walk faſt or flow,—or fold his arms, 
for that is lazineſs ;—or hang them down,—tor that 
is folly ; or hide them in his pocket, for that is non- 
ſenſe. | 

He ſhall neither ftrike, or pinch, or tickle, —or bite, 
or cut his nails, or hawk, or ſpit, or ſnift, or drum with 
his feet or fingers in company; nor (according to Eraſ- 
mus) ſhall he ſpeak to any one in making water, — 
nor thall he point to carrion or excrement.—— Now this 
is all nonſenie again, quoth my uncle Toby to himſelf. 

I will have him, continued my father, cheerful, fa- 
ceté, jovial; at the ſame time, prudent, attentive to 
\ buſineſs, vigilant, acute, argute, inventive, quick in re- 
ſolving douvts and ſpeculative queſtions ;—he ſhall be 
wiſe, and judicious, and learned : And why not 
humble, and moderate, and gentle-tempered, and gocd? 
ſaid Yorick : And why not, cried my uncle Toby, 
free, and generous, and bountiful, and brave? He 
ſhall, my dear Toby, replied my father, getting up, and 
ſhaking him by his hand. Then, brother Shandy, 
aniwered my uncle Toby, raiſing himſelf off the chair, 
and laying down his pipe to take hold of my father's 
other hand, I humbly beg I may recommend poor Le 
Fever's ſon to you. A tear of joy of the firit water 
ſparkled in my uncle Toby's eye,—and another, the 
| N 11 fellow 


* Vid. Pellegrina. 
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fellow to it, in the corporal's, as the propoſition was 
made, You will ſee why when you read Le Fever's 
ſtory. Fool that I was ! nor can I recollect (not per- 
haps you,) without turning back to the place, what it 
was that hindered me from letting the corporal tell it in 
his own words ;—but the occaſion is loſt. -I mult tell it 
now in my own. 


CHAP. XEIX.-: 


The Story of Ls FEVER. 


II was ſome time in the ſummer of that year in which 

* Dendermond was taken by the allies, which was 
about ſeven years before my father came into the coun- 
try, —and about as many after the time that my uncle 
Toby and Trim had privately decamped from my fa- 
ther's houſe in town, in order to lay ſome of the fineſt 
ſieges to ſome of the fineſt fortified cities in Europe 
when my uncle Toby was one evening getting his ſup- 
per, with Trim fitting behind him at a ſmall ſideboard, 
I fay, ſitting for in conſideration of the corporal's lame 
knee (which ſometimes gave him exquiſite pain)—when 
my uncle Toby dined or ſupped alone, he would never 
ſuffer the corporal to ſtand; and the poor fellow's vene- 
ration for his maſter was ſuch, that, with a proper ar- 
tillery, my uncle Toby could have taken Dendermond 
itſelf, with leſs trouble than he was able to gain this 
point over him ; for many a time when my uncle Toby 
{uppoſed the corporal's leg was at reſt, he would look 
back, and detect him ſtanding behind him with the moſt 
dutiful reſpect : this bred more little ſquabbles betwixt 
them, than all other caſes for five-and-twenty years to- 
gether.— But this is neither here nor there. Why do 1 


mention it?—Aſk my pen, —it governs me, — I govern 


not it. | 

He was one evening ſitting thus at his ſupper, when 
the landlord of a little inn in the village came into the 
parlour, with an, empty phial in his hand, to beg a 


glaſs or two of ſack, Tis for a poor gentleman—I 
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think, of the army, ſaid the landlord, who has been 
taken ill at my houſe four days ago, and has never held 
up his head ſince, or had a deſire to taſte any thing, till 
juſt now, that he has a fancy for a glats of ſack and a 
thin toaſt] hint, ſays he, taking his hand from his 
forehead, it would con fort me. 

If I could neither beg, borrow, or buy ſuch a 
thing, —added the landlord, —I would almoſt ſteal it for 
the poor gentleman, he is ſo ill. I hope in God he 
will mend, continued he—we are all of us concerned for 
him. 

Thou art a good-natured ſoul, Iwill anſwer for thee, 
cried my uncle Toby; and thou ſhalt drink the poor 
gentleman's health in a glaſs of ſack thyſelf, —and take 
a couple of bottles, with my ſervice, and tell him he is 
heartily welcome to them, and to a dozen more, if they 
will do him good, . 

Though I am perſuaded, ſaid my uncle Toby, as the 
Jandlord ſhut the door, he is a very compaſſionate fel- 
low—Trim,——yet I cannot help entertaining a high 
opinion of his gueſt too: there muſt be ſomething more 
than common in him, that in ſo ſhort a time ſhould win 
ſo much upon the affections of his hoſt ;———And of his 
whole family, added the corporal, for they are all con- 


cerned for him.—Step after him, ſaid my uncle Toby, 


do Trim,—and aſk if he knows his name, 
! have quite forgot it, truly, ſaid the landlord, 
coming back into the parlour with the corporal, but I 
can alk his ſon again. Has he a ſon with him then? 
ſaid my uncle Toby. A. boy, replied the landlord, of 
about eleven or twelve years of age ; but the poor crea- 
ture has taſted almgſt as little as his father; he does 
nothing but mourn and lament for him night and day : 
lie has not ſtirred from the bedfide theſe two days. 
My uncle Toby laid down his knife and fork, and 
thruſt his plate from before him, as the landlord gave 
him the account; and Trim, without being ordered, 
took away without ſaying one word, and in a few mi- 
nutes after brought him his pipe and tobacco. | 
LL — Stay 
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Stay in the room a little, ſaid my uncle Toby. 

Trim laid my uncle Toby, after he lighted his 
pipe, and {moak*d about a dozen whiffs. Trim came 
in front of his maſter, and made his bows My uncle 
Toby ſmoak'd on, and ſaid no more. Corporal! faid 
my uncle Toby The corporal made his bow. 


My uncle Toby procceded no farther, but finiſhed his 


ipe. | 
Trim! ſaid my uncle Toby, I have a proje& in my 
head, as it is a bad night, of wrapping myſelf up warm 
in my roquelaure, and paying a viſit to this poor gentle- 


man. Your honour's roquelaure, replied the corporal, has 


not once been had on, ſince the night before your honour 
received your wound, when we mounted guard in the 


trenches before the gate of St. Nicholas ;—and beſides, 


it is ſo cold and rainy a night, that what with the roque- 
laure, and what with the weather, *twill be enough to 
give your honour your death, and bring on your honour's 
torment in your groin. I fear ſo, replied my uncle 
Toby; but I am not at reſt in my mind, Trim, ſince the 
account the landlord has given me. L wiſh I had not 
known ſo much of this affair,—added my uncle Toby, 
—or that I had known more of it. How ſhall we 
manage it? Leave it, an't pleaſe your honour, to me, 
quoth the corporal ;——I'll take my hat and ſtick, and 
go to the houſe and reconnoitre, and act accordingly ; 


and I will bring your honour an account in an hour.— 


Thou ſhalt go, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, and here's a 
ſhilling for thee to drink with his ſervant. I ſhall get 
it all out of him, ſaid the corporal, ſhutting the door, 
My uncle Toby filled his tecond pipe; and had it not 
been, that he now and then wandered trom the point with 
conſidering whether it was not full as well to have the 
curtain of the tennaile a ſtraight line as a crooked one, 
he might be ſaid to have thought of nothing elſe but 
poor Le Fever and his boy the whole time he ſmoaked it, 


6: . 
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The Story of LE FEVER continued. 


TT was not till my uncle Toby had knocked the aſhes 
out of his third pipe, that Corporal Trim returned 
from the inn, and gave him the following account. 

I deſpaired, at firlt, ſaid the corporal, of being able to 
bring back your honour any kind of intelligence concer- 
nag the poor fick lieutenant. —ls he in the army then? 
faid my uncle Toby—He is, ſaid the corporal—And in 
what regiment ? ſ4id my uncle Toby——TP'II tell your 
honour, replied the corporal, every thing ſtraight for- 
wards, as 1 learned it.—— Then Trim, Fl fill another 
Pipe, ſaid my uncle Toby, and not interrupt thee till 
thou haſt done; fo fit down at thy eaſe, Trim, in the 
window-ſeat, and begin thy ſtory again. The corpora] 
made his old bow, which generally ſpoke. as plain as a 
bow could {peak it——Your honour is good: And 
having done that, he fat down, as he was ordered,—and 
began the ſtory to my uncle Toby over again in pretty 
near the fame words. 

I deſpaired at firſt, ſaid the corporal, of being able 
to bring back any intelligence to your honour about the 
lieutenant and his ſon ; for when I aſked where his ſer- 
_ vant was, from whom I made myſelf fure of knowing 

every thing that was proper to be aſked, That's a right 
dliiſtinction Trim, laid my uncle Toby -I was anſwered, 
an' pleaſe your honour, that he had no ſervant with him; 
that he had come to the inn with hired horſes, which, 
upon finding himſelf unable to proceed, (to join, I ſup- 
pos the regiment,) he had diſmiſſed the morning after 

e came, —lIf I get better, my dear, ſaid he, as he gave 
his purſe to his ſon to pay the man,—we can hire horſes 
from hence.—But alas! the poor gentleman will never 
get from hence, ſaid the landlady to me,—for J heard 
the death-watch all night long; and when he dies, 
the youth, his ſon, will certainly die with him; for he is 
broken-hearted already, ] was 
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I was hearing this account, continued the corporal, 
when the youth came into the kitchen, to order the thin 
toaſt the landlord ſpoke of——But I will do it for my 
father myſelf, ſaid the youth. ——Pray let me fave you 
the trouble, young gentleman, ſaid I, taking up a fork 
for the purpoſe, and offering him my chair to ſit down 
upon by the fire, whilſt I did it.— I believe, Sir, ſaid 
he, very modeſtly, I can pleaſe him beſt myſeif,—T am 
ſure, ſaid I, his honour will not like the toaſt the worſe, 
for being toaſted by an old foldier..—— The youth took 


hold of my hand, and inſtantly burſt into tears.—Poor 


youth! ſaid my uncle Toby, — he has been bred up from 
an infant in the army, and the name of a ſoldier, Trim, 
ſounded in his ears like the name of a friend, —I with I 
had him here. * 

II never in the longeſt march, ſaid the corporal, 
had ſo great a mind to my dinner, as I had to cry with 
him tor Weg le de en could be the matter with me, 
an' pleaſe your honour ?—Nothing in the world, Trim, 
faid my uncle Toby, blowing his noſe, but thou art a 
good-natured fellow. | | 

When I gave him the toaſt, continued the corporal, 
J thought it was proper to tell him I was Captain Shan- 
dy's ſervant, and that your honour (though a ſtranger) 


was extremely concerned for his father z—and that if 


there was any thing in your houſe or cellar—(And thou 
might*ſt have added my purſe too, ſaid my uncle Toby) 
he was heartily welcome to it,——He made a very 
low bow, (which was meant to your honour,) but no 
anſwer, — for his heart was full——ſo he went up ſtairs 
with the toaſt.- I warrant you, my dear, ſaid I, as I 
opened the kitchen door, your father will be well again. 
Ar. Yorick's curate was ſmoaking a pipe by the 
kitchen fire—but ſaid not a word good or bad to com- 
fort the youth—I thought it wrong, added the corporal 
II think ſo too, ſaid my uncle Toby. 


When the lieutenant had taken his glaſs of ſack and 


toaſt, he felt himſelf a little revived, and ſent down into 


the kitchen, to let me know, that in about ten 3 
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he ſhould be glad if I would ſtep up ſtairs.— believe, 
ſaid the landlord, he is going to lay his prayers, ——for 
there was a book laid upon the chair by his be. ſide; and 
nus I ſhut the door, I ſaw his ton take up a cuſhion.— 

I thought, ſaid the curate, that you gentlemen of the 


army, Mr. Trim, never ſaid your prayers at all.— 1 


heard the poor gentleman ſay his prayers laſt night, ſaid 
the landlady, very devoutly, and with my own cars, or I 
could not have believed it. Are you ſure of it? replied 
the curate.—A ſoldier, an' pleaſe your reverence, ſaid I, 
prays as often (of his own accord) as a parſon ;——and 
when he is fighting for his king, and for his own life, 
and for his honour too, he has the moſt reaſon to pray to 
God of any one in the whole world. 'T was well ſaid 
of thee, Trim, faid my uncle 'Toby.—But when a ſol- 
dier, ſaid I, an' pl-aſe your reverence, has been ſtanding 
for twelve hours together in the trenches, up to his knees 
in cold water, —or engaged, faid I, for months together 
in long and dangerous marches z—haraſſed, perhaps, in 
his rear to-day ;—haraſſing others to-morrow ;——de- 
tached here ;—countermanded there ;—reſting this night 
out upon his arms; beat up in his ſkirt the next ;—he- 
numbed in his joints; perhaps without ſtraw ia his 
tent to kneel on- muſt,ſay his prayers how and auen 
he can. believe, ſaid I,—for I was piqued, quoth 
the corporal, for the reputation of the army, — I believe, 
an't pleaſe your reverence, ſaid I, that when a ſoldier 
gets time to pray, he prays as heartily as a parſon, 
though not with all his tuſs and hypocriſy.——Thou 
ſhould'ſt not have ſaid that, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, 
for God only knows who is a hypocrite, and who is 
not: At the great and general review of us all, cor- 
poral, at the day of judgment (and not till then,)—it 
will be ſeen who has done their duties in this world,— 
and who has not; and we ſhall be advanced, Trim, ac- 
cordingly. I hope we ſhall, ſaid Trim. It is in 
the ſcripture, ſaid my uncle Toby; and J will ſhew it 
thee to-morrow : In the mean time we may depend 
up on it, Trim, for our comfort, ſaid my uncle Toby, 
775 that 
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that God Almighty is ſo good and juſt a governor of the 
world, that if we have but done our duties in it, it 
will never be enquired into, whether we have done them 
in a red coat or a black one. I hope not, ſaid the cor- 
poral But go on, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby, with 
thy ſtory. 

When I went up, continued the corporal, into the 
lieutenant's room, which I did not do till the expiration 
of the ten minutes, —he was lying in his bed with his 
head raiſed upon his hand, with his elbow upon the pil- 
low, and a clean white cambrick handkerchief beſide it: 
be youth was juſt ſtooping down to take up the 
cuſhion, upon which I ſuppoſed he had been kneeling:— 
the book was laid upon the bed ; and as he rote, in 
taking up the cuſhion with one hand, he reached out his 
other to take it away at the ſame time. Let it remain 


there, my dear, ſaid the lieutenant, 


He did not offer to ſpeak to me, till T had walked up 
cloſe to his bed-ſide.—If you are Captain Shandy's ſer- 
vant, ſaid he, you muſt preſent my thanks tv your matter, 
with my little boy's Kat along with, them, for his 
courteſy to me.—Lf he was of Leven's—ſaid the lieute- 
nant.—!I told him your honour was — Then, ſaid he, I 
ſerved three campaigns with him in Flanders, and re- 
member him——but *tis moſt likely, as I had not the 


honour of any acquaintance with him, that he knows 


nothing of me.—You will tell him, however, that the 

erſon his good-nature has laid under obligations to him, 
18 one Le Fever, a lieutenant in Angus's—But he knows 
me not, —ſaid he, a ſecond time, muſing Poſſibly 
he may my ſtory added he Pray tell the captain, I was 
the enſign at Breda, whoſe wife was moſt unfortunately 
killed with a muſket ſhot, as ſhe lay in my arms in my 
tent.—I remember the ſtory, an't pleaſe your honour, 
faid I, very well.——Do you ſo? ſaid he, wiping his 
eyes with his handkerchiet, then well may I.——In 
faying this, he drew a little ring out of his botom, which 
ſeemed tied with a black ribband about his neck, and 
kiſs'd it twice, ——Here, Billy, ſaid he. — The boy _— 
| acrols 
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acroſs the room to the bed-fide,——and falling down 
upon his knee, took the ring in his hand, and kiſſed it 
too,—then kiſſed his father, and ſat down upon the bed 
and 3 


I with, ſaid my uncle Toby, with a deep ſigh, —I 
wiſh, Trim, I was afleep. 

Your honour, replied the corporal, is too much con- 
cerned : ſhall T pour your honour out a glaſs of ſack 
to your pipe ?—Do, Trim, ſaid my uncle Toby. 

I remember, ſaid my uncle Toby, ſighing again, the 


ſtory of the enſign and his wife, with a circumſtance his 


modeſty omitted: —and particularly well that he, as 
well as ſhe, upon ſome account or other, (I forgot what, ) 
was univerſally pitied by the whole regiment. But 
finiſh the ſtory thou art upon.— Tis finiſhed already, 
ſaid the coporal,—tor I could ſtay no longer, —ſo wiſhed 
his honour a good night. Young Le Fever role from off 
the bed, and ſaw me to the bottom of the ſtairs; and, 
as we went down together, told me they had come from 
Ireland, and were on their route to join the regiment 
in Flanders——But alas! ſaid the corporal,—the lieu- 
tenant's laſt day's march is over.——Then what is to 
become of his poor boy? cried my uncle Toby, 


CAT. : Its 


The Story of LE FEVER continued. 


J 7 was to my uncle Toby's eternal honour, though 
4 I tell it only for the ſake of thoſe, who, when coop'd 
in betwixt a natural and a poſitive law, know not for 
their ſouls, which way in the world to turn themſelves 
That notwithſtanding my uncle Toby was warmly 
engaged at that time in carrying on the ſiege of Dender- 
mond, parallel with the allies, who prefled theirs on ſo 
vigorouſly, that they ſcarce allowed him time to get his 
dinner that nevertheleſs, he gave up Dendermond, 


though he had already made a loogment upon the coun- 
terſcarp; and bent his whole thoughts towards the 


private diſtreſſes at the inn; and, except that he ordered 
| 8 the 
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the garden-gate to be bolted up, by which he might be 
ſaid to have turned the ſiege of Dendermond into a block- 
ade, —he left Dendermond to itſelf,—to be relieved or 
not by the French king, as the French king thought 
good; and only conſidered how he himſelf ſhould relieve 
the poor lieutenant and his ſon. 

That kind Being, who is a friend to the friendleſs, 
ſhall recompence thee for this. | | 

Thou haſt leit this matter ſhort, ſaid my uncle Toby 
fo the corporal, as he was putting him to bed,——and 
I willtell thee in what, Trim. EIn the firſt place, when 
thou madeſt an offer of my ſervices to Le Fever, as 
ſickneſs and travelling are both expenſive, and thou 
knoweſt he was but a poor lieutenant, with a ſon to 
ſubſiſt as well as himſelf, out of his pay, that thou didſt 
not make an offer to him of my purſe ; becauſe had he 
ſtood in need, thou knoweſt, Trim, he had been wel- 


come to it as myſelf.— Your honour knows, ſaid the cor- 
poral, T had no orders.—True, quoth my uncle Toby 


—thou didſt very right, Trim, as a foldier,—but cer- 
tainly very wrong as a man. 

In the ſecond place, for which, indeed, thou haſt the 
ſame excuſe, continued my uncle Toby when thou 
offeredſt him whatever was in my houſe, thou ſhouldit 
have offered him my houſe too. A fick brother- 
officer ſhould have the beſt quarters, Trim; and if we 
had him with us,—we could tend and look to him: 
Thou art an excellent nurſe thyſelf, Trim, —and what 


with thy care of him, and the old woman's, and his 


boy's, and mine together, we might recruit him again 
at once, and ſet him again upon his legs. 
In a fortnight or three weeks, added my uncle 
Toby, ſmiling, he might march. He will never 
march, an' pleaſe your honour, in this world, {21d the 
corporal. He will march, ſaid my uncle Toby, 


riſing up from the ſide of the bed, with one ſhoe off.— 


An' pleaſe your honour, ſaid the corporal, he will 
never march, but to his grave. He ſhall march, 


«ied my uncle Toby, marching: the foot Which mw 4 
| | 196 
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ſhoe on, though without advancing an inch, —he ſhall 
march to his regiment. He cannot ſtand it, faid the 
corporal. He ſhall be ſupported, faid my uncle 
Toby.——He'll drop at laſt, ſaid the corporal, and 
what will become of his boy ? He ſhall not drop, 
ſaid my uncle Toby, firmly.——A-well-o'day,—do 
what we can for him, ſaid Trim, maintaining his 
point, ——the poor ſoul will die.—He ſhall not die, by 
G , cried my uncle Toby. 

— The Accuſing Spirit, which flew up to heaven's 
chancery with the oath, bluſh'd as he gave it in—— 
and the Recording Angel, as he wrote it down, dropp'd 
a tear upon the word, and blotted it out for ever. 


CHAP. LIL 


V uncle Toby went to his bureau, —put his 
purſe into his breeches pocket, and having 
ordered the corporal to go early in the morning for a 
_ phyſician, —he went to bed, and fell aflecp. 


„ G 
The Story of LE FEVER concluded. 


PHE ſun looked bright the morning after, to every 

eye in the village but Le Fever's and his afflicted 
ſon's : the hand of death preſs'd heavy upon his eye-lids 
—and hardly could the wheel at the ciſtern turn round 
its circle, when my uncle Toby, who had roſe up 
an hour before his wonted time, entered the lieutenant's 
room, and without preface or apology, fat himſelf down 
upon the chair by the bedſide, and, independently of all 
modes and cuſtoms, opened the curtain in the manner 
an old friend and brother-officer would have done it, 
and aſked him how he did,——how he had reſted in the 
night, what was his complaint, ——where was his 
pain, and what he could do to help him? and 
without giving him time to anſwer any one of the en- 
quiries, went on, and told him of the little plan hien 
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he had been concerting with the corporal the night before 
for him — 

——You ſhall go directly, Le Fever, ſaid my uncle 
Toby, to my houte and we'll ſend for a doctor to 
ſce what's the matter, —and we'll have an apothecary, 
—and the corporal ſhall be your nurſe ——and I'll be 
your ſervant, Le Fever, 

There was a frankneſs in my uncle Toby, —not the 
effect of familiarity, —but the cauſe of it,—which let 
you at once into his ſoul, and ſhewed you the goodneſs 
of his nature: to this there was ſomething in his looks, 
and voice, and manner, ſuperadded, Which cternally 
beckoned to the unfortunate to come and take ſhelter 
under him; ſo that before my uncle Toby had halt fini- 
ſhed the kind offers he was making to the father, had 
the ſon inſenſibly preſſed up cloſe to his knees, and had 
taken hold of the breaſt of his coat, and was pulling it 
towards him. The blood and ſpirits of Le Fever, 
which were waxing cold and flow within him, and were 
retreating to their laſt citadel, the heart, —rallied back, 
the film forſook his cyes for a moment, —he locked up 
wiſhfully in my uncle Toby's face,—then caſt a look 
upon his boy, and that ligament, fine as it was, 
was never broken. 

Nature inſtantly ebb'd again,. the film returned to 


its place, — the pulſe flattered ſtopp'd ent on — 
throb'd topp'dagain——moved——lopp'w—thall 
go on? No. 


CHAT. His 


I AM fo impatient to return to my own ſtory, that 
what remains of young Le Fever's, that is, from this 
turn of his tortune, to the time my uncle Toby recom- 
mended him for my preceptor, ſhall be told in a very tew 
words, in the next chapter. — All that is neceliary to be 
added to this chapter is as follows : 


That my uncle Toby, with young Le Fever in his 


hand, attended the poor lieutenant, as cluet mourners, 
to his grave. 


Vol. IV. 24 H Jhat 
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That the governor of Dendermond paid his obſequies 
all military honours ;-——and that Yorick, not to be be- 
hind hand paid him all ecclefiaſtic—for he buried him 
in his chancel ;—And it appears likewiſe, he preached a 
funeral ſermon over him I ſay it appears, for it was 
Yorick's cuſtom, which I ſuppoſe a general one with 
thoſe of his profeſſion, on the firſt leat of every ſermon 
which he compoſed, to chronicle down the time, the 

lace, and the occaſion of its being preached: to this, 
he was ever wont to add ſome ſhort comment or (ſtricture 
upon the ſermon itſelf, ſeldom indeed much to its credit : 
Por inſtance. This ſermon upon the Jewiſh diſpen- 
ſation—1 don't like it at all Though I own there is 
a world of Vater-Landiſb knowledge in it but ' tis 
all tritical, and moſt tritically put together. — This is 
but a flimſy kind of compoſition: what was in my head 
when I made it? 

XN. B. The excellency of this text is, that it will 
ſuit any ſermon, ——and of this ſermon, that it will 
ſuit any text. | 

or this ſermon I ſhall be hanged, ——for I have 
ſtolen the greateſt part of it. Doctor Pidigunes found 
me out. Set a thief to catch a thief, — — 

On the back of half a dozen I find written, So, /o, 
and no more—and upon a couple Moderato; by which, 
as far as one may e e from Altieri's Italian Dictionary 
but moſtly from the authority of a piece of green 
whipcord, which ſeemed to have been the unravelling of 
Vorick's whiplaſh, with which he has left us the two 
ſermons marked Moderato, and the half dozen of So, 

fo, tied faſt together in one bundle by themſelves, —one 
may ſafely ſuppole he meant pretty near the ſame thing. 

There is but one difficulty in the way of this conjec- 
ture, which is this, that the Moderato's are five times 
better than the So, /o's ;—thew ten times more know- 
ledge of the human heart — have ſeventy times more 
wit and ſpirit in them (and, to riſe properly into my 
climax)—diſcover a thouſand times more genius ;—and 
to crown all, are infinitely more entertaining than w_ 

tie 
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tied up with them: for which reaſon, whenever Yorick's 
dramatic ſermons are offered to the world, though I 
ſhall admit but cne, out of the whole number of the So, 
ſo's, I ſhall, nevertheleſs, adventure to print the two 
Moderato's without any fort of ſeruple. 

What Yorick could mean by the words /entamente— 
tenute—grave,—and ſometimes adagio,—as applied to 
the theological compoſitions, and with which he has cha- 
racterized ſome of theſe ſermons, I dare not venture to 
gueſs—T am more puzzled till upon finding a Podtavea 
alta ! upon one Con flrepito upon the back of an ano- 
ther; Scicilliana upon à third Alla capella upon a 
fourth ;—Con Parco upon this—Senza Parco upon that. 
All I know is, that they are muſical terms, and 
have a meaning ;—and as he was a muſical man, I will 
make no doubt, but that by ſome quaint applications of 
ſuch metaphors to the compoſitions in hand, they impreſ- 
ſed very diſtinèt ideas of their ſeveral characters upon 
his fancy——whatever they may do upon that of others, 

Amongſt theſe, there is that particular ſermon which 
has unaccountably led me into this digreſſion——'The 
funeral ſermon upon poor Le Fever, wrote out very fair- 
ly, as if from a haſty copy. I take notice of it the more, 
becaule it ſeems to "Sa, been his favourite compoſition 
It is upon mortality; and is tied length-ways and croſs- 
ways with a yarn thrum, and then rolled up and twiſted 
round with a half-ſheet of dirty blue paper, which ſeems 
to have been once the caſt cover of, a general review, 
which to this day ſmells horribly of horſe drugs. 
Whether theſe marks of humiliation were deſigned, 
I ſomething doubt :—becauſe at the end of the ſermon, 
(and not at the beginning of it) very different from 
his way of treating the reſt, he had wrote 


Bravo! 


— Though not very offenſively, —for it is at two inches, 
at leaſt, and a half's diſtance from and below the con- 
chuling line of the ſermon, at the very extremity of the 
page, and in that right-hand corner of it, which you 
| . knows 
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know, is generally covered with your thumb ; and, to 
do it juſtice, it is wrote beſides with a crow's quill fo 
faintly in a ſmall Italian hand, as ſcarce to ſolicit the eye 
towards the place, whether your thumb is there or not, 
—ſo that from the manner of it, it ſtands half excuſed ; 
and heing wrote moreover with very pale ink diluted 
almoſt to nothing, —*tis more like z/ratto of the ſhadow 
of vanity, than of VANIT herſel of the two; re- 
ſembling rather a faint thought of tranſient applaule, 
lecretly ſtirring up in the heart of the compoſer, than a 
groſs mark of it, coarſely obtruded upon the world. 

With all theſe extenuations, I am aware, that, in 
publiſhing this I do no ſervice to Yorick's character as a 
modeſt man; but all men have their failings! and what 
leſſens this ſtill farther, and almoſt wipes it away, is this; 
that the word was ſtruck through ſometime afterwards 
(as appears from a different tint of ink) with a line 
quite acroſs in this manner, BRAVO 1s if he had 
retracted, or was athamed of the opinion he had once en- 
tertained of it, | 

Theſe ſhort characters of his ſermons were always 
written, excepting in this one inſtance, upon the firſt leaf 
of his ſermon, wich ſerved as a cover to it; and uſually 
upon the inſide of it, which was turned towards the text; 
but at the end of his diſcourſe, where, perhaps, he had 
five or ſix pages, and ſometimes, perhaps, a whole ſcore 
to turn himſelf in, he took a larger circuit, and, indeed, 
a much more mettleſome one; as if he had ſnatched the 
occation of unlacing himielf with a few more frolick ſome 
ftrokes at vice, than the ſtraightnels of the pulpit allow- 
ed, Theſe, tho', huffar-like, they ſKirmith lightly, and 
out of all order, are ſtill auxiliaries on the ſide of virtue, — 
Tell me then, Mynheer Vanier Blonederdondergewden— 
ſtronke, why they thould not be printed togéther? 


HAF. BYY 
W HEN my uncle Toby had turned every thing inte 
money, and ſettled all accounts betwixt the agent 
of the regiment and Le Fever, and betwixt Le Fever and 
all 
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all mankind—there remained nothing more in my uncle 
Toby's hands than an old regimental coat and a {word ; 


ſo that my uncle Toby found little or no oppoſition from 


the world in taking adminiſtration. The coat my uncle 
Toby gave the corporal:— Wear it, Trim, ſaid my 
uncle Toby, as long as it will hold together, for the 


ſake of the poor licutenant. —And this,—ſaid my uncle 


Toby, taking up the (word in his hand, and drawing it 
out of the ſcabbard as he ſpoke and this, Le Fever, 
I'll fave for thee——"Tis all the fortune, continued my 
uncle Toby, hanging it up upon a crook, and pointin 
to it———"tis all the , <a. my dear Le Fever, which 
God has left thee; but if he has given thee a heart to 
fight thy way with it in the world, and thou doeſt it 
like a man of honour, 'tis enough tor us, 

As ſoon as my uncle Toby had laid a foundation, and 
taught him to inſcribe a regular polygon in a circle, he 
ſent him to a public ſchool, where, excepting Whitſun- 
tide and Chriſtmas, at which times the corporal was 
punctually diſpatched for him,——he remained to the 
ſpring of the year ſeventeen; when the ſtories of the em- 
75 s ſending his army into Hungary againſt the Turks 

indling a ſpark of fire in his boſom, he left his Greek 
and Latin without leave, and throwing himſelf upon his 
knees before my uncle Toby, begged his father's {word, 
and my uncle Toby's leave along with it, to go and try 
his fortune under Eugene. — Twice did my uncle Tob 
forget his wound, and cry out, Le Fever! I will $0 wit 
thee, and thou ſhall fight beſide me—And twice he Jaid 
his hand upon his groin, and hung down his head in ſor- 
row and diſconſolation. 

My uncle Toby took down the ſword from the crook, 
where it had hung untouched ever ſince the lieutenant's 
death, and delivered it to the corpora], to brighten up; 
———and having detained Le Fever a ſingle fort- 
night to equip him, and contract for his paſſage to Leg- 
hom, ——he put the ſword into his hand. — II thou art 
brave, Le Fever, ſaid my uncle Toby, this will not fail 
thee But Fortune, ſaid he—(muling a little )—PFor- 
tune may And if ſhe does added my uncle Toby, 
1 embracing 
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embracing him, come back again to me, Le Fever, and 
we will ſhape thee another courſe, 

The greateſt injury could not have oppreſſed the heart 
of Le Fever more than my uncle Loby's paternal kind- 
neſs; he parted from my uncle Toby, as the beſt of 
ſons from the beſt of fathers-—both dropped tears———and 
as my uncle Toby gave him his Tait Kiſs, he flipped 
ſixty guineas, tied up in an ol purle of his father's, in 
which was his mother's ring, into his hand, —and bid 
God bleſs him. 


1 CR 3. LS. 
E FEVER got up to the Imperial army juſt time 
enough to try whatmetal his Word was made of, at 
the defeat of the Turks before Belgrade 3 but a ſeries of 


unmerited miſchances had purſued him from that moment, 


and trod cloſe upon his heels tor four years together at- 
ter. He had withitood theſe buffetings to the Jaſt, till 
lickneſs overtook him at Marleilles, from whence he 
wrote my uncle Toby word, he had loft his time, his ſer— 
vices, his health, and in ſhort, every thing but his Word; 
and was waiting tor the firt = to return back to him, 
—As this letter came to hand about fix weeks before 


Suſannah's accident, Le Fever was hourly expected; and 


was uppermoſt in my uncle 'Toby's mind all the time 
my father was giving him and Yorick a deſcription of 
what kind of perſon he would chuſe for a preceptor to 
me: but as my uncle Toby thought my father at firſt 
ſomewhat fanciful in the accompliſhments he required, 
he forbore mentioning Le Fever's name, till the charac- 
ter, by Yorick's interpoſit ion, ending unexpectedly, in 


one, who ſhould be gentle tempered, and generous, and 


good, it impreſſed the image of Le Fever, and his inte- 
reſt upon my uncle Toby ſo torcibly, he roſe inſtantly 
off his chair; and laying down his pipe, in order to take 
hold of both my father's hands I beg, brother Shandy, 
ſaid my uncle Toby, I may recommend poor Le Fever's 
ſon to you I befeech you do, added Y orick—He has 
a good heart, ſaid my uncle Poby And a brave one 


too, an' pleate your honour, {aid the corporal. 
| he 


re) 
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The beſt hearts, Trim, are ever the braveſt, 
replied my uncle Joby. 

And the greateſt cowards, an' pleuſe your honour, 
in our regiment, were the greatelt raſcals in it, — There 
was a ſerjeant Kumber, an enign 

— We'll talk of them, ſaid my father, another "time, 

. 
WHAT a jovial and a merry world would this be, 
may it pleaſe your worſhips, but for that inextri— 
cable labyrinth of debts, cares, woes, want, grief, dil— 
content, melancholy, large jointures, impolitions, and 
lies! 

Doctor Slop, like a fon of a , as my father called 
him for it, —toexalt himſelf,—dchaſed me to death, and 
made ten thouſand times more of Sufannah's accident, 
than there was any grounds for; ſo that in a week's time, 
or leſs, it was in every body's mouth, That poor Maſter 
Shandy * * * * * * + * * Li + * * 
entirely: And Famr, who loves to double every thing, 
—in three days more, had {worn politively the ſaw it, 
——and.a}l the world, as uſual, gave credit to her evi— 


dence © That the nurlery window had not only 
* * * ** of * * * * * * 4 + 4 * 


* * * *. * * * * * * * % *% * * 
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Could the world have been ſued like a BODY cokro— 
RATE, my tather had brought an action . the 
calt, and trounced it ſufficiently; but to fall foul of in- 
dividuals about it——as cvery foul who had mentioned 
the affair, did it with the greateſt pity imaginable j3—— 
"twas like flying in the very face of his beſt friends: 
And yet to acquieſce bee? 85 the report, in filence -was 
to acknowledge it openly, at leaſt in the opinion of 
one half of the world; and to make #4 buſtle again in 
contradicting it us to confirm it as ſtrongly in the 
opinion of the other halt, — 
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as ever poor devil of a country-gentleman ſo 
hampered? ſaid my father. 

I would ſhew him publicly, faid my uncle Toby, at 
the market- croſs. 

—— "Twill have no effect, ſaid my father. 


C HAP. LVIII. 
lll put him, however, in breeches, ſaid my fa- 
ther, let the world ſay what it will. 
CH AP, LIX. 


THERE are a thouſand reſolutions, Sir, both in church 
and ſtate, as well as in matter, Madam, of a more 
private concern; which, though they have carried all 


the appearance in the world of 1 taken, and enter- 


ed upon in a haſty, hare-brained, and unadviſed manner, 


were, notwithſtanding this, (and could you or I have 


got into the cabinet, or ſtood behind the curtain, we 
ſhould have found it was ſo,) been weighed, poiſed, and 
perpended 


argued upon canvaſſed through 
entered into, and examined on all ſides with ſo much 
coolneſs, that the GODDESS of COOLNESS herſelf (I do 
not take upon me to prove her exiſtence) could neither 
have wiſhed it, or done it better. 

Of the number of theſe was my father's reſolution of 
putting me into breeches; which though determined at 


once, in a kind of huff, and a defiance of all mankind, 


had, nevertheleſs, been pro'd and con'd, and judiciall 

talked over betwixt him and my mother about a mont 

before in two ſeveral beds of juſtice, which my father 
had held for that purpoſe. I ſhall explain the nature of 
theſe beds of juſtice in my next chapter; and in the 
chapter following that, you ſhall ſtep with me, Madam, 
behund the curtain, only to hear in what kind of manner 
my father and my mother debated between themſelves, 
this affair of the breeches,—from which you may form 


an idea how they debated all leſſer matters. 


CHAP. 


N N 


V re ro A we. Ae ac 


THE LIFE OF TRISTRAM SHANDY. 8g 


Cat AB. 1X; 


HE ancient Goths of Germany, who (the learned 
Cluverius is poſitive) were firſt ſeated in the country 
between the Viſtula and the Oder, and who afterwards 
incorporated the Heruli, the Bugians, and ſome other 
Vandallick clans to 'em, had all of them a wile cuſ- 
tom of debating every thing of importance to their ſtate, 
twice; that 1s, once drunk, and once ſober 
Drunk „that their counſels might not want vigour; 
and ſober that they might not want diſcretion, 
Now my father pens entirely a water-drinker,—was 
a long time gravelled almoſt to death, in turning this as 
much to his advantage, as he did every other thing, — 
which the ancients did or ſaid; and it was not till the 
ſeventh year of his marriage, after a thouſand fruitleſs 
expcriments and devices, that he hit upon an expedient 
which anſwered the purpoſe ;——and that was when any 
difhcult and momentous point was to be ſettled in the ta- 
mily, which required great ſobricty, and great ſpirit too, 
in its determination,—he fixed and ſet apart the firſt 
Sunday night in the month, and the Saturday night which 
iinitnetiately receded it, to argue it over, in bed with 
my mother: By which contrivance, if you conſider, Sir, 
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Theſe my father, humourouſly enough, called lis H 
Juſtice; for from the two different counſels taken 
in theſe two different humours, a middle one was gene— 
rally found out, which touched the point of wiſdom as 
well, as if he had got drunk and ſober a hundred times. 

It mult not be made a ſecret of to the world, that 
this anſwers full as well in literary diſcuſſions, as either 
in military or conjugal ; but it is not every author that 
can try the experiment as the Goths and Vandals did it 
—or if he can, may it be always for his body's health; 
and to do it, as my father did it, am I ſure it would 
be always for his ſoul's. 0 

My 
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My way is this ;—— | 
In all nice and tiokliſh diſcuſſions—(of which, hea- 
ven knows, there are but too many in my book, 
where I find I cannot take a ſtep without the danger of 
having either their worſhips or their reverences upon my 


back -I write one halt full —and t'other faſting ;— 
or write it all full—and correct it faſting;—or write it 
faſting,—and correct it full; for they all come to the 
ſame thing: So that with a leſs variation from my fa. 
ther's plan, than my father's from the Gothick—!I feel 
myſelf upon a par with him in his firſt bed of juſtice, — 
and no way inferior to him in his ſecond, —— Thele dif- 
ferent and almoſt irreconcilable effects, flow uniformly 
from the wiſe and wonderful mechaniſin of nature, of 
which—be her's the honour, —All that we can do is to 
turn and work the machine to the improvement and bet- 
ter manufactory of the arts and ſciences, — 

Now, when I write full,-] write as if I was never 
to write faſting again as long as I live: that is, I 


write free from the cares as well as the terrors of the 


world. -I count not the number of my ſcars,—nor does 
my fancy go forth into dark entries and bye-corners to 
antedate my ſtabs.—In a word, my pen takes its courſe ; 
and I write on as much from the fulneſs of my heart as 
my ſtomach. 

But when, an' pleaſe your honours, I indite faſting, 
'tis a different hiſtory, 
attention and reſpect, —and have as great a ſhare (whilſt 
it laſts) of that underſtrapping virtue of diſcretion, as 
the beſt of you. So that betwixt both, I write a care- 
leſs kind of a civil, nonſenſical, good-humoured Shandean 
book, which will do all your hearts good. 

—And all your heads too,——provided you under- 
ſtand it. | 15 


CHAP, LXL 


WE ſhould begin, ſaid my father, turning himſelf 
half round in bed, and ſhifting his pillow a little 


towards my mother's, as he opened the debate——We 
Tg | ſhould 


I pay the world all poſſible 
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ſhould begin to think, Mrs, Shandy, of putting this 
boy into breeches. 
e ſhould ſo,—ſaid my mother. We defer it, 
my dear, quoth my father, ſhamefully,— _ | 
I think we do, Mr. Shandy, ſaid my mother. 
———Not but the child looks extremely well, ſaid my 
father, in his veſts and tunicks. 
He does look very well in them——replied my mo- 


ther. 


And for that reaſon it would be almoſt a ſin, 
added my father, to take him out of 'em, 

Alt would ſo, - ſaid my mother. 

But indeed he is growing a very tall lad,—rejcin'd 
my father. : 
He is very tall for his age, indeed, ſaid my 
mother.— | 

I can not (making two ſyllables of it) imagine, 
quoth my father, who the deuce he takes after,— 

I cannot. conceive, for my life, —ſaid my mother, 

Humph ! ſaid my father. 

(The dialogue ceaſed for a moment.) 

AI am very ſhort myſelf, continued my father, 
gravely, | 

You are very ſhort, Mr. Shandy—ſaid my mother. 

Humph ! quoth my father to himſelf, a ſecond time : 
in muttering which, he plucked his pillow a little far- 
ther from my mother's, and turning about again, there 
was an end of the debate for three minutes and a halt. 

hen he gets theſe breeches made, cried my fa- 
ther in a higher tone, he'll look like a beaſt in em 

He will be very aukward in them at firſt, replied my 


mother. 


And *twill be lucky, if that's the worſt on't, 
added my father. | 

It will be very lucky, anſwered my mother, 

I ſuppoſe, replied my father, mak ing ſome pauſe 
firſt, he'll be exactly like other people's children. 


Exactly, ſaid my mother. 
2 | | — Though 
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Though I ſhould be ſorry for that, added my fa- 
ther:—and ſo the debate ſtopped again, | 
—' They ſhould be of leather, laid my father, turn- 
ing him about again— 
They will laſt him, ſaid my mother, the longeſt. 
But o can have no linings to 'em, replied my father, 
He cannot, ſaid my mother. 
1 T were better to have them of fuſtian, quoth my fa- 
ler. 
Nothing can be better, quoth my mother.— 
Except dimity, —replied my father.“ 
Tis belt of all, —replied my mother. 
One muſt not give him his death, however, —in- 
terrupted my father. | 
By no means, ſaid my mother:—and ſo the dialogue 
ſtood ſtill again. | 
I am reſolved, however, quoth my father, breaking 
waa the fourth time, —he ſhall have no pockets in 
them.— 
here is no occaſion for any, ſaid my mother.— 
I mean in his coat and waiſtcoat,—cried my father. 
Il mean ſo too, —replied my mother. 
| Though if he gets a gig or a top—Poor ſouls! 
it is a crown and a ſcepter to them, — they ſhould have 
where to ſecure it.— | | 
Order it as you pleaſe, Mr. Shandy, replied my mo- 
ther. 1 
— But don't you think it right? added my father,. — 
preſſing the point home to her. 8 
Perfectly, ſaid my mother, if it pleaſes you, Mr. 
Shandy. | 
There's for you! cried my father, loſing temper 


—PJeaſes me !—Y ou never will diſtinguiſh, Mrs. Shau— 
dy, nor ſhall J ever teach you to do it, betwixt a point 
of pleaſure and a point of conyenience.— This was on 
the Sunday night ;—and farther this chapter layeth not. 
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CHAP. LxXII. 


AFTER my father had debated the affair of the 
breeches with my mother, —he conſulted Albertus 


 Rubenius upon it; and Albertus Rubenius uſed my fa- 


ther ten times worle in the conſultaticn (if poſſible) than 
even my father had uſed my mother: For as Rubenius 
had wrote a quarto expreſs, De Re Veſttaria Veterum,— 
it was Rubenius's buſineſs to have given my father ſome 
lights.—On the 8 my father might as well bave 
thought of extracting the ſeven cardinal virtues out of 
a long beard, as of extracting a ſingle word out of Ru- 
benius upon the ſubjcct. | 
Upon every other article of ancient dreſs, Rubenius 
was very communicative to my father gave him a full 
and ſatis factory account of | | 
The Toga, or looſe gown, 
The Chlamys. 
The Ephod. 
The Tunica, or Jacket. 
The Syntheſis, 
The Pznula. 
The Lacema, with its Cucullus, 
The Paludamentum, 
The Prætexta. 
The Sagum, or ſoldier's jerkin. 
The Trabea: of which, according to Suetonius, 
there were three kinds. | 
hut what are all theſe to the breeches? ſaid my 
father, 
Rubenius threw him down upon the counter all kinds 
of ſhoes which had been in taſhion with the Romans. 
The open ſhoe. 
The cloſe ſhoe. 
The lip ſhoe. 
The wooden ſhoe. 
The ſoc. | 
The butkin. 
Vol. IV. 24 1 And 
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And The military ſhoe with hob-nails in it, 
which Juvenal takes notice of, 
There were, The clogs. 
The patins. 
The pantoufles, 
The brogues. | 
The ſandals, with latchets to them. 
There was, The felt ſhoe. 
The linen ſhoe. 
The laced ſhoe. 
The braided ſhoe, 
The calceus inciſus. 
And The calceus roſtratus. | 
Rubenius ſhewed my father how well they all fitted, — 
in what manner they laced on, - with what points, ſtraps, 
thongs, latchets, ribbands, jaggs, and ends. But 
what I want to be informed about is the breeches, ſaid 
my father. 

Albertus Rubenius informed my father, that the Ro- 
mans manufactured ſtuffs of various fabricks, —lome 
plain, —ſome {triped,——others diapered throughout the 
whole contexture of the wool, with ſilk and gold 
That linen did not begin to be in common ule till to- 
wards the declenſion of the empire, when the Egyptians 
coming to ſettle amongſt them brought it into vogue. 
That perſons of quality and fortune diſtinguiſhed 
themſelves by the fineneſs and whiteneſs of their clothes ; 
which colour (next to purple, which was appropriated 
to the great offices) they moſt affected, and wore on their 
birth-days and public rejolcings.— That it appeared 
from the beſt hiſtorians of thoſe times, that they fre- 
quently ſent their clothes to the fuller, to be cleaned and 
whitened : but that the inlerior people, to avoid that 
expence, generally wore brown clothes, ahd of a ſome- 
thing coarſer texture till towards the beginning of 
Auguſtus's reign, when the ſlave dreſſed like his maſter, 
and almoſt every diſtinètion of habiliment was loſt, but 
the Latus Clavus. 5 


And 
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And what was the Latus Clayus? ſaid my father, 

Rubenius told him, that the point was (till litigating 

amongſt the learned :>-— That Egnatius, Sigonius, 

Boſſius Ticinenſes, Bayfius, Budæus, Salmaſius, Lip- 

ſius, Lazius, Iſaac Culaubon, and Joſeph Scaliger, all 

differed from each other, — and he from them: — That 

fome took it to be the button, - ſome the coat itſelf.. 

others only the colour of it: — That the great Bay fius, 

in his Wardrobe of the Ancients, chap. 12.——honeltly 

faid, he knew not what it wh agua HHH a tibula,—a 

ftud,—a button, a loop, —a buckle,——or claſps 

| and keepers, | | 

- My father loſt the horſe, hut not the ſaddle 

They are hooks and eyes, ſaid my father——and with 
, hooks and eyes he ordered my breeches to be made, 


KAT. 


i WE are now going to enter upon a new ſcene of 
events. | 


Leave we then the brecches in the taylor's hands, 

with my father ſtanding over him with his cane, reading 

him as he ſat at work a lecture upon the Latus Clayus, 

and pointing to the preciſe part of the waiſtband where 

he was determined to have it ſewed on ,— _ 

Leave we my mother—(trueſt of all the Poco curanies 

of her ſex !)—careleſs abput it, as about every ing 

elſe in the world which concerned her ;—that is, —indif- 

| ferent whether it was done this way or that,——provided 
| it was but done at all. . 

Ki. Leave we Slop likewiſe to the full profits of all my 
3 diſhonouts. p Je, d 

Leave we poor Le Fever to recover, and get home 

from Marſeilles as he can. — And laſt of all,. be- 

| cauſe the hardeſt of al] 

| Let us leave, if poffiLie, ue. - But 'tis impoſ- 

| fible,—I mutt go along with you to the end of the work. 


I 2 CHAP, 
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'CH AP. LXIV. 


IV the reader has not a clear conception of the rood 
and a half of ground which lay at the bottom of my 
uncle Toby's kitchen-garden, and which was the ſcene 
of ſo many of his delicious hours, —the fault is not in 
me, —but in his imagination; — for I am ſure I gave him 
ſo minute a deſcription, I was almoſt aſhamed of it. 
When Fate was looking forwards one afternoon, into 
the great tranſact ions of future times, and recollected 


for what purpoſes this little plot, by a decree ſaſt bound 


down in iron, had been deſtined, —ſhe gave a nod to Na- 
ture Twas enough Nature threw half a ſpade full 


of her kindlieſt compoſt upon it, with juſt ſo much clay 


in it, as to retain the forms of angles and indentings ;— 
and ſo little of it too, as not to cling to the ſpade, and 
render works of ſo much glory naſty in foul weather, 
My uncle 2 came down, as the reader has been 
informed, with plans along with him, of almoſt every 
fortified town in Italy and Flanders; fo let the Duke of 


Marlborough, or the allies, have ſet down before what 


town they pleaſed, my uncle Toby was prepared for 

them. | | 
His way, which was the ſimpleſf one in the world, was 
this; as . as ever a town was inveſted—(but ſooner, 
when the deſign was known,)—to take the plan of it, (let 
it be what town it would, ) and enlarge it upon a ſcale to 
the exact ſize of his bowling-green; upon the ſurface of 
which, by means of a large roll of eee and a 
number of ſmall piquets driven into the ground, at the 
ſeveral angles and redans, he transferred the lines from 
his paper: then taking the profile of the place, with its 
works, to determine the depths and ſlopes of the ditches, 
—— the talus of the glacis, and the preciſe height of 
the ſeveral banquets, parapets, &c. he ſet the cor- 
oral to work——and iweetly went it on, —— The na- 
ture of the ſoil, the nature of the work itſelf, — 
and above all, the good-nature of my uncle Toby fitting 
by from morning to night, and chatting kindly with the 

: corpora] 


” > 0. {ﬆ 
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_ eorporal upon paſt-done deeds,—left Labour little elſe 


but the ceremony of the name, 
When the place was finiſhed in this manner, and put 
into a proper poſture of defence,—it was inveſted, and my 
uncle Toby and the corporal began to run their firſt pa- 
rallel.— I beg I may not be interrupted in my ſtory, by 
being told, That the firſt parallel ſhould be at leaſt three 
hundred toiſes diſtant from the main body of the place, 
—and that I have not left a ſingle inch for it For 


my uncle Toby took the liberty of incroaching upon 


his kitchen-garden for the ſake of enlarging his works 
on the bowling green, and for that reaſon generally ran 
his firſt and ſecond parallels betwixt two rows of his cab- 
bages and his cauliflowersz the conveniences and incon- 
veniences of which will be conſidered at large in the hiſ- 
tory of my uncle Toby's and the corporal's campaigns, 
of which this I'm now writing is but a ſketch, and will 
be finiſhed, if I conjecture right, in three pages (but 
there is no gueſſing.) The campaigns themſelves 
will take up as many books; and therefore I apprehend 
it would be hanging too great a weight of one kind of 
matter in ſo flimly a performance as this, to rhapſodize 
them, as I once intended, into the body of the work 
Surely they had better be printed apart. We'll conſi- 
der the affair ſo take the following ſketch of them 
in the mean time. 


CHAP. IX. 


HEN the town, with its works, was finiſhed, my un- 

cle Toby and the corporal began to run their firſt 
parallel— not at random, or any how—but from the ſame 
points and diſtances the allies had begun to run theirs; 


and regulating their approaches and attacks by the ac- 


counts my uncle Toby received from the daily papers,. 
they went on, during the whole ſiege, ſtep by ſtep with 
the allies. 

When the Duke of Marlborough made a lodgment,— 
my uncle Toby made a lodgment too.—And when the 


face of a baſtion was battered down, or a de:ence — 
I 3 — 
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the corporal took his mattock and did as much, 
and ſo on zaining ground, and making themſelves 
maſters of the works, one aiter another, till the town 
fell into their hands. 

To ane who took pleaſure in the happy ſtate of others 
there could not have been a greater fight in the 
world, than, on a poſt morning, in which a practicable 
breach had been made by the Duke of Marlborough, in 
the main hody of the place, to have ſtood behind 
the horn-beam hedge, and obſerved the ſpirit with which 
my uncle Toby, with Trim behind him, ſallied forth; 
the one with the Gazette in his hand, the other 
with a ſpade on his ſhoulder to execute the contents. 
What an honeſt triumph in my uncle Toby's looks as he 
marched up to the ramparts! What intenfe pleaſure 
{wimming in his eye as he ſtood over the wack 7 read - 
inga paragraph ten times over tohim, as hewasat work, 


lett, peradventure, he thould make the breach an inch” 


too wide, or leave it an inch too narrow But when 
the chamade was beat, and the corporal helped my uncle 
Toby up it, and followed with the colours in his hand, 
to fix them upon the ramparts——Heaven! Earth! Sea 
but what avails apoftrophes ?—— with all your 
elements, wet or dry, ye never compounded fo intoxica- 
ting a draught. | 

In this track of happineſs for many xcopy without 
one interruption ta it, except now and then, when the 
wind continued to blow due weft for a week or ten days 
together, which detained the Flanders mail, and kept 
them to long in torture, | 
the happy In this track, I ſay, did my uncle Toby 


and Trim move for many years, every year of which, 


and ſometimes every month, from the invention of either 
the one or the other of them, adding ſome new conceit 

or quirk of improvement to their operations, which al- 
ways opened ireih ſprings of delight in carrying them on. 

The firtt year's campaign was carried on from begin- 
ning to end, in the plain and ſimple method I've 9 44 
n 


but ſtill *twas the torture of 
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In the ſecond year, in which my uncle Toby took 


Liege and Ruremond, he thought he might afford the 


expence of four handſome draw-bridges, two of which 
I have given an exact deſcription of in the former part 
of my work. 

At the latter end of the ſame year he added a couple 
of gates with port-culliſes: Theſe laſt were converted 
afterwards into orgues, as the better thing; and during 
the winter of the ſame year, my uncle Toby, inſtcad 
of a new ſuit of clothes, which he always had at Chriſt- 
mas, treated himſelf with a handiome ſentry-box, to 
ſtand at the corner of the howling-green, betwixt which 
point and the foot of the glacis, there was left a. little 
Kind of an eſplanade, for him and the corporal to conter 
and hold councils of war upon. 

he ſentry-box was in caſe of rain. 

All theſe were painted white three times over the en- 
ſuing ſpring, which enabled my uncle Toby to take tae 
field with great ſplendour. 

My father would often ſay to Yorick, that if any mor- 
tal in the whole univerſe had done ſuch a thing, except 
his brother Toby, it would have been looked upen by 
the world as one of the moſt refined fatires upon the pa- 
rade and prancing manner, in which Lewis XIV. from 
the beginning of the war, but particularly that very 
year, had taken the ficld But *tis not my brother 
Toby's nature, kind foul! my father would add, to 


inſult any one. 


hut let us go en. 


END OF THE FOURTH VOLUME. 
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